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Prefatory  Note 

'TT^HE  critical  eye  must  see  many 
imperfections  in  these  compositions, 
the  occasional  productions  of  the  few 
leisure  hours  of  a  busy  life  ;  but  yet  I 
hope,  in  issuing  this  selection,  that  here 
and  there  it  will  find  a  mind  and  heart 
to  whom  it  may  speak,  and  for  whom 
it  may  have  a  message. 

T.  A.  B, 

PAIGNTON, 

August,  1912. 
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The  Pleasures  of  Life 
BOOK  I 

AS  flows  the  river  of  my  life  away, 
The  thought  comes  sadly  o'er  me,  that  I  may 
Recover  not  from  the  eternal  sea 
Wherein  past  years  are  lost,  and  whither  flee 
These  present  moments  swiftly,  what  was  mine 
Once  of  that  common  heritage  divine 
Time  unto  man  has  given — oft  valued  not, 
Or  esteemed  lightly  as  a  boon  forgot. 
Blest  Opportunity  !  how  swift,  alas, 
Returning  not,  thy  laden  moments  pass ; 
Thy  messenger  is  Wisdom,  speaking  plain  : 
"  Winnow  the  chaff,  and  take  the  golden  grain." 
But  I  am  conscious  of  the  work  undone, 
The  good  unrealised  of  days  now  gone, 
The  fruit  ungathered  and  the  withered  flower, 
In  the  clear  retrospect  of  memory's  hour. 
Such  quiet  thoughts  leave  to  the  humbled  mind 
No  pride  in  its  own  wisdom,  for  behind 
How  much  of  Time's  short  span  no  more  our 
own, 
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Its  preciousness  unrecognised,  unknown, 

In  thoughtless  waste  slipped  from  us  evermore. 

To-day  is  mine  ;  the  past  is  past ;   before 

I  cannot  see,  nor  do  I  wish  to  gaze 

With  piercing  eye  into  its  hidden  maze  : 

The  veil  is  rightly  drawn  which  hides  from  view 

What  may  be  mine  in  treading  pathways  new. 

It  is  enough  the  present  hour  is  mine 

For  some  high  task  a  field  of  action  fine, 

Which  done,  these  hands  shall  not  unburdened 

be 

By  golden  sheaves,  when  dawns  eternity 
Upon  the  eyes  that  close  to  scenes  around 
To  open  there  where  perfect  life  is  found. 
Hence  would  I  seek  for  wisdom  now  and  here 
Nobly  to  do  the  duty  that  lies  clear 
Before  my  vision,  and  so  strive  to  fill, 
Ere  sinks  the  sun  behind  the  western  hill, 
This  further  day  with  some  accomplished  good. 
Though  not  to  eminence  assigned,  I  would 
My  lowly  task  performed  should  serve  to  bring 
Some  brightness  to  my  neighbour's  sorrowing  ; 
Some  gleam  of  hope  to  those  in  darkness  lost ; 
Some  little  help  to  those  who  need  it  most ; 
Some  joy  and  peace  to  hearts  that  touch  my 

own  : 

Yea,  raise  but  one  by  evil  overthrown 
Upon  his  feet  again,  the  victory  gained 
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O'er  his  own  baser  nature,  and  attained 

To  see  that  Virtue  crowns,  whilst  it  is  crowned 

Itself  by  heaven.     What  rapture  more  profound 

Could  I  desire  ?    What  should  with  it  compare  ? 

'Tis  an  ambition  worthy  of  my  care. 

Far  better  this  than  wearing  out  a  name 

That  stands  for  naught  but  what  just  men  may 

blame  : 

For  he  who  shares  not  others'  woe  or  weal 
But  only  at  the  shrine  of  self  can  kneel, 
To  love  and  honour  has  no  title  made  ; 
He  leaves  the  world,  and  in  its  balance  weighed 
Is  but  a  debtor  and  has  robbed  its  store ; 
No  bliss  can  greet  him  on  the  further  shore. 
Be  mine  the  crown  of  service  gladly  given, 
When  every  earthly  tie  at  last  is  riven, 
More  than  all  tears, — a  hallowed  memory 
Within  some  hearts,  sweet  as  the  lights  which 

lie 

On  summer  fields  and  tinge  the  corn  with  gold, 
Beneficent  to  ripen  and  unfold 
The  spirit's  better  part  amidst  this  strife, 
To  be  in  death  the  minister  of  life. 
Evil  shall  end,  but  good,  howe'er  begun, 
In  death  arrays  itself  in  light,  to  run 
Its  race  benign  along  these  human  years, 
Till  dies  all  wrong  and  heaven  on  earth  appears. 
This,  of  my  task  a  part,  I  now  present — 
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These  gathered  thoughts,  not  with  the  heart's 

content 

That  they  are  worthy,  whosoe'er  thou  art 
To  thee,  who  for  a  little  space  apart 
Carest  to  lend  me  thine  attentive  ear. 
Let  us  that  temple  seek  where  visions  clear 
Are  given  to  sense-bound  eyes  of  fairer  things, 
Whence  comes  the  radiance  which  a  glory  flings 
Along  the  darkest  path  our  feet  may  tread. 

Now  to  my  theme.    Once,  in  the  days  long  dead, 
Pleasure  was  man's  chief  good,  his  sole  desire  : 
The  lower  nature  triumphed  o'er  the  higher, 
He  lived  for  nothing  save  himself  to  please, 
And  worshipped  Pleasure  on  his  bended  knees. 
Passions  unchecked,  unbridled  licence  knew 
And  evermore  his  selfish  cravings  grew. 
Hence  sprang  a  Nero  from  a  wayward  child, 
And  a  long  line  of  villains  self-defiled, 
Whose  memory  stains  the  page  of  history 
With  dark  excess  of  guilt  and  infamy. 
Thus  perished  Rome  and  many  a  city  fair 
Of  ancient  Italy  and  Greece,  for  there 
Pleasure  enthroned  its  votaries  multiplied, 
Whilst  Virtue  languished,  unlamented  died. 
For  as  corrosive  acid  eats  away 
The  strongest  fabric,  or  the  slow  decay 
Of  age  the  staunchest  oak,  vice  undermines 
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The  fairest  state,  however  lustrous  shines 
The  light  of  art  and  wisdom  of  this  world  : 
Its  structure  falls  and  is  to  ruin  hurled. 
So   crumbles    in    the   dust   what   once    could 

boast 

The  conquering  prowess  of  its  warlike  host, 
Poets  and  sculptors  of  more  brilliant  name 
Than  ever  since,  perhaps,  are  known  to  fame, 
Superbest  temples,  gardens,  treasures  too 
That  charmed  each  sense  and  pleased  the  passing 

view  ; 

Wealth,  splendour,  luxury  unknown  before  : 
All,  all  are  gone,  and  can  delight  no  more. 
A  shattered  colonnade,  a  crumbling  stone, 
Or  here  a  broken  wall  with  moss  o'ergrown, 
Alone  remain  to  tell  of  what  has  been 
Pointing  the  moral  with  an  accent  keen. 
Nations,  as  men,  must  die,  their  glory  fade. 
Whose  love  of  pleasure  by  no  hedges  stayed 
Of  Virtue's  laws,  prevails  o'er  reason  just  : 
They  perish  by  their  self-consuming  lust. 
Pleasure,   when   thus   divorced   from  virtuous 

aims, 

The  fairest  manhood  surely  blasts  and  maims, 
And  thousands  still  such  pleasure  thus  enthralls, 
They  haste  their  steps  where'er  its  syren  calls, 
Hear  but  the  music  that  must  end  in  pain 
And  the  grey  ashes  of  the  unthinking  slain. 
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And  yet  again,  once  in  the  days  long  dead, 
Men  viewing  Pleasure  as  an  evil  said, 
"  Let  us  repress  each  craving  of  the  sense 
And  with  each  tempting  good  of  earth  dispense  ; 
To  indulge  the  flesh  no  longer  be  our  care, 
Away  all  pleasures  then,  so  passing  fair  ! 
Our  ears  refuse  to  hear  your  syren  voice, 
Our  spirits  turn  to  far  more  blissful  joys." 
And  hence  with  this  delusion  as  their  guide 
They  left  the  world  behind  for  deserts  wide  ; 
Far  from  all  human-kind  they  dwelt  retired 
And  welcomed  pain  to  gain  the  bliss  desired  ; 
In  fastings  oft  their  solitude  was  spent ; 
They  bade  rebellious  nature  be  content, 
And  when  it  would  not,  by  a  penance  sore, 
Oft  self-inflicted,  learn  obedience  more. 
In  contemplation  on  the  things  above 
They  found  them  only  worthy  of  their  love, 
Contemned  the  world  and  shunned  their  fellow- 
men, 

And  thrust  all  natural  pleasures  from  their  ken. 
On  self-denial  pushed  to  these  extremes 
We  gaze  with  wonder,  for  its  practice  seems 
So  far  removed  from  laws  of  earth  and  heaven. 

Is  Pleasure,  then,  such  an  unwholesome  leaven 
Fhat  men,  despising  it,  should  cast  aside 
The  yoke  of  duty,  and  so  sharp  divide 
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As  by  a  line  that  other  world  from  this, 
That  the  abode  of  light,  this  an  abyss 
All  dark,  or  but  illumed  by  faintest  gleams 
Of  truth  and  right,and  these  but  borrowed  beams  ? 
"  Let  truer  insight  moderate  your  zeal 
Who  to  such  sophistry  affix  your  seal," 
Reason  demands,  "  that  arbitrary  line 
Was  drawn  by  thee,  not  by  the  hand  divine. 
For  it  is  better  to  be  pure  midst  stress 
Of  conflict  keen,  than  in  a  wilderness ; 
'Tis  better  far  to  shine  in  moral  night 
Than  burn  your  taper  as  an  anchorite  ; 
'Tis  better  far  to  wrestle  and  o'erthrow 
Than  shrink  from  fight  to  weep  at  human  woe. 
To  fly  the  field  proves  not  the  hero's  blood, 
Withdraws  a  sword  that  would  have  helped  the 

good 

To  overcome  the  ill  sometime,  somewhere  : 
'Tis  of  the  hero  both  to  do  and  dare. 
The  garden  of  this  world  has  many  tares, 
But  many  a  tree  which  fragrant  blossom  bears ; 
Learn  to  discriminate,  and  you  will  find 
Pleasures  to  suit  the  most  exalted  mind." 

The  Mediaeval  Saint  is  now  no  more, 
Nor  can  his  loss  our  human  heart  deplore. 
The  present  age  demands  a  saint  more  sane 
And  will  not  multiply  his  type  again. 
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From  monks,  and  vows  monastic,  let  us  turn  : 
And  others  too  have  erred,  who  bade  men  spurn, 
If  bent  on  the  high  quest  of  perfect  life, 
The  cup  of  Pleasure.     With  a  keen-edged  knife 
They  lopped  the  branches  off  that  fruitful  vine, 
Seeing  but  poison  in  its  sparkling  wine  ; 
And  when  was  left  the  trunk  without  the  grapes, 
Withered   and   dead,   "  Likewise,"   said   they, 

"  the  shapes 

Of  life  devout  must  be,  severely  shorn  and  bare, 
Simple  our  worship  as  the  garb  we  wear." 
The  pious  Puritan  the  form  despised 
As  by  the  Devil  for  a  snare  devised  ; 
He  sought  his  worship  wholly  to  denude 
Of  outward  symbols,  with  that  thought  imbued ; 
With  what  to  senses  bore  a  strong  appeal 
He  set  himself,  with  ruthless  hands,  to  deal. 
Herein  his  zeal  discretion's  bounds  outran, 
Wounded  the  feelings  of  his  fellow  man, 
Anxious  as  he  to  worship  God  aright, 
And  see  more  brightly  burning  Truth's  pure  light. 
Nor  this  alone,  but  equally  austere 
He  frowned  on  many  a  pleasure  men  held  dear, 
Harmless  and  pure,  and  in  a  serious  face 
Saw  the  fit  evidence  of  inward  grace ; 
Of  Mirth  and  Melancholy,  wide  apart, 
One  roused  his  wrath,  the  other  claimed  his 

heart. 
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Be  it  not  ours  the  good  intent  to  blame, 
To  give  his  narrow  creed  opprobrious  name  ; 
His  standards  high  rebuked  the  grovelling  mind 
Well  pleased  with  joys  of  an  inferior  kind  : 
Bade  the  excesses  shun  which  made  men  weak 
In  moral  strength,  and  with  more  zeal  to  seek 
A  nobler  life  through  stern  self-sacrifice. 
The  intent  was  good,  the  object  right  and  wise. 
So  be  it  ours  his  blessed  memory 
To  honour  duly  and  to  grateful  be 
For  the  blest  issue  of  the  work  he  wrought ; 
Yet  erred  he  in  the  strictness  of  his  thought, 
Imposed  a  self-suppression  too  austere 
And  formed  his  judgments  by  a  code  severe, 
Until  Religion  few  attractions  wore 
And  e'en  its  blessings  a  sad  aspect  bore. 

Come,  then,  fair  Truth,  and  our  instructor  be 
And  lead  us  to  thy  height,  that  we  may  see 
Related  things  in  clear  perspective  lie, 
The  mortal  linked  to  immortality, 
The  future  to  the  present,  heaven  to  earth, 
How  simple  pleasures  add  to  moral  worth  ; 
How  founts  of  happiness  around  us  rise 
'Tis  not  of  vice  but  rather  virtue  wise 
To  drink  of  deeply,  and  refreshed  go  on 
Till  ends  Life's  journey  and  our  work  is  done. 
Thou  biddest  not  the  stern  monastic  cell 
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Nor  desert  drear  in  which  alone  to  dwell, 
Nor  the  ascetic  rigours  that  impose 
One  strenuous  conflict  with  a  world  of  foes. 
Avoiding  such  extremes,  with  thee  our  guide 
What  pleasures  heaven  has  for  our  good  supplied, 
And  they  are  many,  into  vision  spring, 
Become  our  friends  whose  passing  leaves  no- 
sting, 

No  clouded  heart,  remorse  and  bitterness, 
But  gentle  thoughts  and  lasting  happiness. 

Know  them  thy  friends,  be  reverent  in  their 

use 

And  their  good  offices  do  not  abuse, 
Lest,  so  perverted,  they  should  cease  to  be 
Such  ministers  of  better  life  to  thee. 
One  fixed  and  changeless  principle  be  thine, 
Bend  thy  self-will  unto  the  will  divine, 
And  let  thy  thoughts  be  first  towards  the  righty 
How  looks  the  secret  pleasure  in  the  light  ? 
Wayward  desires,  ungoverned,  uncontrolled, 
Put  from  thee  far,  and  ever  firmly  hold 
The  blest  belief  'tis  better  to  be  good, 
Noble  in  mind  and  temperate  in  blood, 
If  at  the  cost  of  hard  self-discipline, 
Than  splendid  in  the  wretchedness  of  sin. 
Learn  of  the  just  and  wise  this  lesson  true, 
And  Virtue  love,  whate'er  the  cost  pursue. 
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Hail  then,  true  Pleasures,  in  abundance  spread, 
Ye  cheer  the  heart  and  lift  the  drooping  head  ! 
Our  strength  renew,  and  fill  the  passing  days 
With  your  sweet  music  in  unnumbered  ways  1 
Fair  roses  bloom  upon  our  native  heath 
Whose    perfume    mingles    with    our   laboured 

breath, 

So  that  refreshed  the  spirit  turns  again 
Bravely  to  meet  its  burden  and  its  pain. 
Perennial  fountains  bubble  at  our  feet 
To  quench  our  thirst  'midst  the  oppressive  heat, 
And  from  their  place  bright  angels  o'er  us  bend 
With  healing  wings  and  on  our  steps  attend. 
Life  may  be  dreary  and  the  heart  forlorn — 
To  no  such  state  is  any  creature  born, 
For  with  the  wealth  a  bounteous  hand  supplies 
All  may  be  blessed  who  are  good  and  wise  : 
Granted  the  darkest  shadows  round  us  rolled 
The  vesture  of  our  woe  is  shot  with  gold  ; 
The  morning  light  on  the  horizon  burns 
And  blest  is  he  who  to  its  rising  turns. 
The  thorn  has  roses  though  it  makes  to  bleed, 
Heaven  has  some  healing  balm  for  sorest  need. 
All  tears  be  dried  !     Courage  !   arise  and  be 
Rich  in  the  joys  that  yet  abound  for  thee. 

How  kind  the  providence  which  links  each  loss, 
Each  burden  sore,  each  sorrow  and  each  cross, 
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Could  we  but  see  it — but  how  blind  we  are — 

To  some  deep  happiness  within,  afar. 

Oft  have  I  seen  through  waves  of  anguish  rise 

A  gentler  soul  of  wider  sympathies, 

Whose  countenance  serene  the  sweet  repose 

Of  chastened  strength  to  patient  suffering 

owes ; 

And  I  have  found  it  from  repining  free 
And  marvelled  much  o'er  its  felicity. 
"  The  bright  side  of  a  sorrow  "  it  has  seen, 
Counted  good  things  bestowed    and   grateful 

been, 

Thence  would  I  learn  if  much  on  earth  denied 
To  bless  my  store  and  still  be  satisfied. 

Hail  then,  true  Pleasures,  in  abundance  spread, 
Our  portion  still  when  other  joys  are  dead  ! 
Debtors  we  are  to  God's  beneficence  ; 
And  still  we  find  each  true  delight  of  sense, 
Or  gathered  treasure  of  our  earthly  years, 
The  debt  increases  :  what  were  life  and  years 
Without  ye  ?     Naught  but  the  painful  breath, 
Naught  but  the  garb  and  masquerade  of  death. 
The  babe  whose  opening  mind  in  wonderment, 
Surveys  through  shining  eyes   the  playthings 

sent 

For  his  amusement,  in  a  rapture  smiles, 
Pleased  with  his  toy  which  for  a  space  beguiles  ; 
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The  youthful  scholar  conning  lessons  o'er 
Looks  long  and  often  at  the  schoolroom  door, 
Mourns  that  the  clock  prolongs  the  weary  day 
And  keeps  him  in,  who  would  be  out  at  play. 
The  busy  toiler  from  his  tasks  set  free, 
To  pleasure  hastens  with  alacrity. 
Whate'er  the  age,  whate'er  the  lot  of  man, — 
'Tis  in  us  all,  deny  it  he  who  can — 
The  love  of  pleasure  is  a  natural  thing 
And  for  a  blessing  or  a  sorrowing. 
May  all  my  pleasures  in  their  pureness  be 
The  precious  memory  of  futurity  ; 
And  may  discerning  wisdom  aid  my  eyes 
To  see  the  good  that  all  around  me  lies, 
What  kind  and  helpful  ministries  conspire 
To  make  me  rich  and  kindle  high  desire. 

First  Nature,  in  her  beauties  manifold, 
My  verse  extols ;   there  is  a  wealth  untold 
In  all  the  wonders  of  the  sky  and  sea, 
And  the  fair  earth  around  :  an  ecstasy 
Of  rarer  joy  from  her  communion  flows, 
Till  with  her  own  glad  life  the  bosom  glows. 
Would'st  thou,  oh  heart,  amidst  thy  cares  have 

peace  ? 

Here  for  a  space  find  all  distractions  cease. 
Would'st    thou    the   health    and   zest    of    life 

restore  ? 
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Her  temple  enter  through  the  open  door. 
For  thee  is  spread  a  soft  and  flowery  mead 
Where    breezes    blow     whose    breath    is    life 

indeed. 

To  thee,  this  fellowship  of  all  things  fair, 
Beckons  to  blisses  which  exhaustless  are. 
Each  season  lays  its  treasures  at  thy  feet 
From  winter's  cold  to  summer's  sultry  heat. 

The  snowdrop  and  the  primrose  of  the  Spring, 
When  that  soft  mantle  which  wrapped  every- 
thing 

In  its  white  robe,  dissolves,  salute  our  eyes, 
And  buds  of  green  as  if  by  magic  rise 
From  out  the  branches  of  the  leafless  trees, 
Foretelling  wealth  of  blossom  for  the  bees. 
The  happy  birds  their  minstrelsies  renew 
As  leaden  clouds  melt  in  the  azure  blue. 
So  wake  to  life  from  desolation's  sleep 
All  lovely  things  to  bless  our  eyes  and  keep 
For  us  a  benediction  sweet  and  high, 
A  deep,  inviolate  felicity. 

Hail,  Spring,  first  of  the  seasons  of  the  year 
And  of  them  all,  thy  lovers  say,  most  dear  ! 
Welcome  thy  hyacinths  and  daffodils 
And  wild  flowers   blooming  where  no  vision 
steals. 
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The  modest  lily  lies  upon  thy  breast 
And  the  sweet  snowdrop  waked  from  wintry 
rest. 

Frail  Snowdrop,  precious  Snowdrop, 

White-robed  without  a  stain  ! 
On  thee  we  look  and  look  again 
And  better  thoughts  remain. 
How  pure  thou  art  : 
Light  without  shade, 

£)y  without  sorrowing  hour, 
ife  without  tear, 

Bliss  without  smart, 

Death  without  sting, 

Such  as  we  may  not  know 

Suggested  are  by  thee. 
Tears  of  the  eve  that  start 
When  the  warm  sunbeams  fade, 
Globed  in  the  morning  flower, 
Are  not  more  pure,  more  dear 

To  eye  and  heart 
Than  thou,  oh  lovely  thing, 
Bright  flake  of  heaven's  more  lingering  snow 

Dropped  from  eternity  ! 

Then  Summer  glows,  and  in  its  tremulous  heat, 
Spring's  promise  is  fulfilled,  as  start  to  greet 
Our  ravished  sense  the  rich  and  bright  array 
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Of  rainbow-tinted  blooms  : — the  roses  gay 
Bathed  in  the  crimson  of  the  setting  sun 
Or  the  first  saffron  flush  of  light  upon 
The  mountain's   snowy  crest   when   morning 

dawns  ; 

And  orchids  too,  whose  splendour  most  adorns 
The  sheltered  home  for  rare  exotics  made, 
Like  ruddy  flames,  in  gorgeousness  arrayed 
Conspicuous  'midst  their  peers  of  lowlier  kind ; 
And  peonies  whose  opening  petals  find 
Our  eyes  bewitched  by  their  distinguished  dyes. 
Making  the  garden  a  fair  paradise  ; 
And  pansies,  violets  and  pinks,  whose  fame 
May  lowly  be  ;  with  all  that  love  can  name, 
Holding  in  glossy  cups  the  pearly  dew 
And  clad  in  choicest  robes  of  every  hue. 
These  are  the  sweets  the  lap  of  Flora  bears, 
She  keeps  them  not,  but  all  her  blisses  shares 
With    him    who    lingers    near    her    favoured 

shrine. 

Summer  !   what  pleasures  are  for  ever  thine  ! 
Thou  callest  us  to  know  thy  gladness  ours 
From  fields  enamelled  with  thy  choicest  flowers, 
From  zephyrs  laden  with  thy  rich  perfumes, 
From  radiant  spaces  and  from  twilight  glooms, 
From  the  o'er-arching  blue  and  glittering  sea, 
From  many  a  brook  that  flows  on  merrily  ; 
Thou  callest  us  to  pleasures  pure  and  true  ! 
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Come  whilst  shines  the  morning  dew 
On  the  blue-bells  bending  ; 

Come  as  sings  the  lark  for  you 
To  the  sky  ascending. 
Haste  and  come  away  ! 

Come  whilst  joy  is  in  the  air 
In  the  sun's  bright  beaming  ; 

Come  and  cast  away  all  care, 
Take  to  pleasant  dreaming. 
Haste  and  come  away  ! 

Now  whilst  fairest  flowers  are  found 

Of  the  earth  adorning, 
Come  and  taste  the  sweets  around 

Of  this  summer  morning. 
Haste  and  come  away  ! 

Come  the  bloom  of  health  to  find 

Nature's  own  bestowing, 
In  the  breath  of  moorland  wind, 

By  the  heather  blowing. 
Haste  and  come  away  ! 

Come  and  leave  thy  sorrows  all, 
Heaven  to  thee  is  calling  ; 

Here  are  pleasures  that  enthrall 
Pure  as  sunbeams  falling. 
Haste  and  come  away  ! 
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Next  Autumn,  in  her  robe  of  russet  leaves, 
Comes  slowly  up  burdened  with  golden  sheaves, 
Dropping  her  ruddy  ripeness  as  the  breeze 
Shakes  the  full-laden  boughs  of  orchard  trees ; 
Or  in  rich  clusters  hanging  temptingly 
Her  luscious  sweets  until  they  gathered  be 
In  fragrant  baskets  heaped  by  busy  hands. 
Hers  are  the  wains,  from  smiling  meadow-lands 
Filled  for  the  garner,  an  abundant  store 
For  winter  use  when  harvesting  is  o'er. 
Hail,  festive  season  of  all  fruitfulness  ! 
Thy  cup  o'erbrims  with  pleasures  numberless. 
Oft  in  the  stillness,  when  thy  rosy  light 
On  waving  cornfields  rests,  ere  yet  the  night 
Has  shrouded  in  its  gloom  the  scene  around, 
When  naught  is  heard  but  on  the  odorous 

ground 

The  sob  of  falling  leaves,  or  mingled  strain 
Of  twittering  birds  home  to  their  nest  again  ; 
When  the  tired  reaper  from  his  tasks  set  free 
Has  laid  the  sickle  down,  when  heavily 
The  late  flowers  droop  on  to  their  near  decay  ; 
Oft  then  thy  influence  has  chased  away 
All  thoughts  unholy,  and  thy  peace  subdued 
The  fever  of  our  blood,  our  faith  renewed 
In  the  existence  of  a  world  divine 
Seen  in  the  wondrous  glories  that  are  thine, 
And  strangely  near  in  thy  blest  quietude. 
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What  treasures  thine  !  though  oft  in  manner 

rude 

Men  pass  them  blindly  by,  or  seize  them  not 
As  if  unworthy  of  a  loving  thought. 
In  one  a  flame  of  ardent  rapture  burns 
And  his  whole  being  glows  whene'er  he  turns 
To  pleasures  such  as  these  ;   another  finds 
In  dull  insensibility  that  blinds 
The  inner  eye  to  Nature's  loveliness, 
No  such  emotion — he  is  passionless, 
'Neath  the  infinity  of  silent  stars, 
Or  clouds  beholding  crossed  by  purple  bars, 
The  dying  splendour  of  the  setting  sun  ; 
The  flowers  that  robe  the  soil  he  treads  upon 
With  beauty,  no  deep  feelings  bring  : 
He  finds  no  cause  for  song  where  others  sing. 
Such,  Autumn  with  thy  pleasures,  pass  thee  by  ! 
But  I  would  linger  in  thy  sanctuary 
That  for  a  space  thy  pure  delights  may  thrill 
My  sense,  uplift  my  heart,  my  being  fill 
With  freshened  life,  till  so  made  strong  once 

more, 
The  work  is  easy  which  was  hard  before. 

Last  of  the  seasons,  when  the  autumnal  sun 
Has  ceased  to  ripen,  when  the  gold  has  gone 
From  winter  cornfields,  Winter  has  her  reign. 
Cold  are  the  winds  that  moan  and  moan  again 
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Through  scenes  now  desolate,  as  if  in  grief 
O'er  the  decay  of  blossom,  fruit  and  leaf, 
The  flight  of  singing  birds  to  warmer  airs, 
The  loss  of  bees,  and  the  chilled  earth  that  wears 
The  face  of  death  which  smiled  with  bounty  so, 
But  now  how  changed  wrapped  in  one  shroud 

of  snow  ! 

Yet  thou,  oh  Winter,  hast  thy  pleasures  new 
When  autumn  scenes  have  vanished  from  our 

view. 

On  pendant  icicles  bright  sunbeams  glance 
And  warm  the  breath  from  many  a  glassed 

expanse ; 

Whilst  the  keen  frost  with  fairy  phantasies 
Of  glittering  crystal  shapes  has  decked  the  trees 
Till  they  are  beautiful,  and  on  the  square 
Of  window-panes  has  built  its  castles  fair. 
Is  there  no  rapture  in  the  mystery 
Of  that  unending  white  and  stainless  sea 
Of  snow,  so  pure  the  lily  is  outvied 
Itself  as  pure  indeed  as  fairest  bride 
That  e'er  to  altar  went  ?     Thou  must  confess 
The  charm  of  such  unblemished  perfectness  ! 

Softly  the  snow  descending, 

You  cannot  hear  its  fall, 
Is  hiding  'neath  its  mantle  white 

The  face  of  Nature  all. 
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And  lovely  to  the  vision  lie 

The  valley  and  the  hill, 
Now  covered  with  the  feathery  flakes  : 

A  scene  so  white  and  still. 

How  beautiful  the  image  seen 

Of  purer  lands  above, 
Where  naught  defiling  enters  in, 

And  all  is  peace  and  love. 

Naught  here  excels  the  purity 

Of  fields  of  virgin  snow, 
Clean  as  the  limpid  blue  of  heaven 

Whose  depths  no  vapours  know. 

Thus  onward  roll  the  Seasons  of  the  year, 

Thus  pass  away,  from  happy  birth,  to  bier 

That  bears  the  latest  and  the  last  away 

On  the  still  night  of  a  December  day. 

But  each  in  due  succession  offers  thee 

What   should   rejoice  thine  heart   and  please 

thine  eye. 

Blest  in  the  vale  of  life  sojourning  is 
He  who  discerns  what  heights  of  joy  are  his ; 
Who  oft  ascends  on  contemplation's  wing 
To  find  the  pleasures  which  the  Seasons  bring. 
Amid  the  press  and  throng,  the  daily  tasks, 
Let  Nature  grant  thee  what  thy  spirit  asks, 
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The  calm  and  healing  of  a  quiet  hour 
Awhile  surrendered  to  her  peace  and  power. 
Learn  from  inferior  things  to  lift  thy  mind 
To  those  exalted  since  the  more  refined. 

Look !     'neath   the   ethereal   vault   of  heaven 

uprolled 

Those  serried  masses,  fringed  with  sunset  gold, 
Or  tinged  with  glowing  amber  of  the  morn 
Deepening     to    rose,    as     mounts     the     sun 

upborne 

On  wings  of  glory,  soon  to  bathe  the  world, 
Or  sullen  and  disordered,  tempest-hurled 
Fast  flying  wracks  by  peals  of  thunder  riven, 
Round  which  the  lightning  plays  as  they  are 

driven 

On  and  still  on  in  torn  and  quivering  crowds  : 
There  is  a  grandeur  in  the  changing  clouds 
And  he  who  feels  it  finds  a  pure  delight. 

Look  !  where  the  deep  wages  eternal  fight 
With  jagged  rocks,  its  fierce,  resistless  waves 
Sluicing  with   boom    on    boom    the   seaworn 

caves, 

Or  where  it  lies  more  tranquil  and  serene — 
Acres  of  gently  undulating  green 
Which  none  can  count  on  the  horizon  lost, 
And  infinite  beyond  that  limit  crossed  : 


THE  PLEASURES  OF  LIFE         23 

Home  of  the  sporting   whale    and    screaming 

gull, 

In  caverned  depths  mysterious,  wonderful. 
There  is  a  grandeur  in  the  heaving  main 
Quickening  the  feeble  pulse  of  life  again. 

Look  !    where  the  stream  through  fairy  glens 

flows  by, 

Where  stately  river  mirroring  the  sky, 
A  silver  belt  on  a  green  mantle  glowing, 
Offer  a  pleasure  for  your  spirit's  knowing. 

Look !     where    the    mountain   lifts    its    snow- 
wreathed  crest 

Cleaving  the  azure,  when  the  mists  that  rest 
Thereon  have  thinned  and  parted,  and  you  see 
The  joy  of  its  unfolded  majesty. 

Look !    where   in   twilight   still,  the   kindling 

star 

Slow  into  vision  trembles,  till  afar 
The  deep  blue  concave  glows  with  many  a  gem, 
And  earth  is  crowned  with  a  bright  diadem. 
The  nightingale  from  out  the  thicket  lone 
Pours  forth  her  song,  whose  liquid  notes  are 

blown 

By  gentle  winds  upon  thy  listening  ear. 
Heaven  is  beyond — its  music  faint  is  here. 
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Thus  Nature,  and  her  Seasons,  round  thee  strew 
Their  simple  pleasures,  permanent  and  true. 
Let  them  engage  thee  oft  and  recreate 
And  ever  bless  thee  :   then  thy  earthly  state 
Devoid  of  other  riches  shall  be  dowered 
With  better  wealth  from   bounteous   heaven 
outpoured. 


BOOK  II 

THUS  far  have  Nature's  works  inspired  my 
song 

With  all  the  pleasures  that  to  them  belong. 
Now  would  I  sing  of  other  blessings  given 
In  rich  profusion  by  indulgent  heaven, 
Not  far  to  seek  but  round  our  pathway  strewn 
And  ever  waiting  to  be  called  our  own. 

He  blessed  his  fellow-men  who  once  did  make 
A  humble  press,  and  then  ingenious  take 
The  lettered  type  produced  with  laboured  care 
And  print  a  book,  that  other  minds  should  share 
What  one  had  gathered  from  the  treasured  deep 
Of  knowledge  and  of  wisdom — let  him  keep 
His  well  deserved  place  in  memory, 
Whilst  others  sink  in  just  obscurity. 

The  art  of  printing  ushered  in  the  morn 
Of  a  new  day  for  Europe  ;   there  was  born 
The  Renaissance  of  learning,  yet  to  be 
The  glorious  passion  of  posterity. 
As  when  the  lamp  is  kindled  where  the  shock 

25 
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Of  waters  trembles  e'en  the  steadfast  rock, 
To  cast  o'er  darkened  waves  its  hopeful  ray 
And  guide  the  sailor  on  his  perilous  way ; 
So  in  the  dawning  of  this  strange,  new  light, 
Men  hailed  with  joy  the  way  before  to  sight 
Disclosed,  the  mists  of  ignorance  dispersed 
As  error  died  in  growing  truth  immersed. 
And  may  we  hope  that  truth  will  triumph  till, 
O'er  wrong  and  falsehood,  all  that  worketh  ill, 
The  victory  is  gained,  and  everywhere 
The  shades  of  night  dissolve  in  daylight  fair  ! 

What  to  the  landscape  are  its  quiet  brooks, 
So  to  the  mind  and  heart  are  worthy  books, 
Contributors  to  their  fertility, 
In  thoughts  made  noble,  and  affections  free 
From  what  debases,  on  high  objects  set. 
The  wise  and  saintly  live  among  us  yet  : 
From  out  the  past  they  speak  ;  what  they  have 

seen 

We  too  may  see,  may  be  what  they  have  been. 
Their  thoughts,  their  wisdom  and  their  visions 

high, 

We  too  may  think  and  find  and  faint  espy. 
Thus  are  we  linked  to  generations  gone 
And  yet  to  be  ;  lonely,  yet  not  alone  ! 
Man's  lot  is  solitary,  yet  he  lives 
Heir  to  the  past,  and  to  the  future  gives. 


THE  PLEASURES  OF  LIFE         27 

Oh  what  a  rich  inheritance  is  thine  ! 

Do  thou  be  wise  and  from  this  trust  divine 

Draw  for  thy  culture  and  thy  peace  and  power. 

From  the  communion  of  a  quiet  hour 

With  treasured  books,  which  opened  talk  with 

thee, 

Spirit  with  spirit  speaking  silently, 
Gain  inspirations  pure,  and  learn  to  seek 
With  open  mind  and  spirit  patient,  meek, 
Truth  in  its  beauty  making  beautiful, 
And  Wisdom  brightening  what  before  was  dull, 
And  Virtue  shedding  blooms  on  desert  waste. 
Friendless  art  thou  who  friends  so  many  hast 
All  to  enrich  thee  on  life's  onward  way  ? 
Reject  not  thou  these  pleasures  of  thy  day  ! 

Thou  hast  a  mind  that  should  the  flesh  control, 
For  'tis  a  part  of  that  immortal  soul 
Which  wings  its  way,  when  lies  beneath  the  sod 
This  perished  frame,  to  judgment  and  to  God  ; 
And  since  such  joys  as  these  are  offered  thee 
To  sweeten  care  and  thy  true  helpers  be, 
Make  them  thine  own,  that  when  the  end  shall 

come 
Death  may  be  Life  and  brighter  spheres  thy 

home. 

But  e'en  if  naught  beyond  this  earthly  bourne 
Were  ours,  no  such  eternal  morn 
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As  faith  and  hope  imagine,  yet  'twere  best 
To  choose  true  pleasures  and  to  spurn  the  rest ; 
For  'tis  our  nature  to  require  the  good, 
And  what  is  evil  cankers  in  the  blood, 
Though  sweet  to  taste  like  subtle  poison  numbs 
Each  finer  sense  till  gradual  death  o'ercomes. 
Shun  such  condition  and  delight  thy  mind, 
Profit  and  pleasure  in  the  act  combined, 
'Midst  thy  well-chosen  books,  and  let  them  lead 
Thy  willing  soul  to  life,  and  life  indeed. 

What  transports  of  our  being  as  the  great, 
The  good  and  wise,  upon  our  leisure  wait ! 
Stranger  art  thou  to  their  cociety, 
And  knowest  not  amid  thy  poverty 
How  poor  thou  art  ? — how  canst  thou  know 
Till  thy  awakened  heart  is  made  to  glow 
Within  their  temple  lingering  ? — the  open  door 
Invites  thee  now,  enter  and  wealth  far  more 
Than  tongue  can  tell  for  thy  contentment  find. 
Come,  in  that  temple  dwelling,  heart  and  mind 
Shall  be  at  once  inspired,  illumed  and  fed 
In  converse  with  the  living  and  the  dead. 
Light  where  'tis  dark,  light  that  from  error  leads, 
Pure  thoughts  and  noble  words  and  worthy 

deeds, 

Gladness  in  gloom  and  hope  in  evil  hour, 
Healing  in  sorrow  and  in  weakness  power, 
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Such  converse  brings.     Thou  know'st  it  not  ? 
'Tis  for  the  favoured  not  the  meaner  lot  ? 
For  visionaries,  dreamers,  these  alone  ? 
Here  dost  thou  err  ! — no  one  may  think  his  own 
Exclusively  what  is  the  right  of  all. 
Approach,  the  gate  will  open  at  thy  call, 
Admitting  thee  to  this  communion  high 
That  lifts  sometimes  on  wings  of  poesy 
The  willing  spirit,  that,  like  sunbeams'  glance, 
Allures  to  joy  with  tales  of  high  romance, 
That  in  the  quiet  eve  when  work  is  done 
Causes  the  light  to  shine  again  which  shone 
In  youthful  days,  ere  yet  their  bloom  was  shed 
Like  blushing  petals  of  the  roses  red 
Fallen  too  swiftly  in  the  drought  and  heat, 
And  sadly  lying  withered  at  thy  feet. 
Ah  earlier  years  of  buoyancy  and  mirth 
When  golden   mists   half  veiled   the  pleasant 

earth 
And  hid  its  sorrow  and  unrest  and  pain  ! 

Blest  evening  calm  wherein  there  shines  again 
The  dying  light  of  those  receding  years 
Ere  yet  their  glory  wanes  and  disappears  ! 
Thus  oft  a  treasured  line  of  poesy 
Some  blessed  memory  of  days  gone  by 
Recalls ;   thus  oft  some  favourite  prose 
Has  painted  scenes  anew  affection  knows, 
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And  thrilled  us  with  old  music,  sweeter  now 
Because  so  rare, — perfect  and  soft  and  low 
As  if  in  dreams  from  harps  by  zephyrs  rolled 
In  'trancing  echoes  over  hills  of  gold. 

Sleep  hath  enchanted  dreams  that  for  a  space 

Ravish  our  senses,  in  a  fairer  place 

Than  any  earthly,  amid  sights  more  sweet 

Than  words  can  utter,  our  quick  pulses  beat. 

At  last  we  live,  we  soar  on  angel  wings 

And  where  the  lark  in  bright  effulgence  sings 

Behold  with  eye  undimmed  the  orb  of  day, 

Through  verdurous  forests  wend  our  gloomy 

way, 

O'er  seas  of  glass  'mid  fragrant,  wafted  airs 
From  sunny  islands  seen  like  emerald  stars. 
We  hunger  and  all  fruits  are  hanging  near 
And  coolest  waters  from  deep  wells  appear 
As  if  by  magic,  and  we  eat  and  drink  : 
Here  all  is  light  and  warmth,  we  even  think 
There  is  no  toil,  no  sorrow  and  no  pain, 
No  shadow,  only  peace  without  a  stain. 
In  such  vagaries  of  the  unfettered  mind 
We  leave  the  world  and  common  sense  behind, 
Till  in  the  dissonance  of  common  day 
The  rapture  and  the  vision  die  away. 
Yet  for  a  little  while  'twas  good  to  be 
Participants  of  such  felicity  : 
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'Twas  good  to  soar  though  soon  to  fall  so  lame, 

The  body's  weight  alone  we  have  to  blame  ! 

We  were  not  made  to  fly — so  let  us  put 

That  thought  aside,  the  aerial  gate  is  shut ; 

Nor  yet  like  bees  from  flower  to  flower  to  skip 

And  only  into  honied  caverns  dip  ; 

We  have  more  stern  realities  to  face, 

Life  is  the  running  of  an  arduous  race. 

More  than  the  enchanting  visions  of  our  sleep 

Faded  so  soon,  are  others  that  will  keep 

For  us  a  rapture  when  their  glory  dies. 

Think  of  the  pleasures  a  good  book  supplies  : 

All  care  departed,  and  all  weariness 

No  longer  felt  in  rapt  forgetfulness, 

New   scenes,    new   thoughts,   new  friends  the 

hours  beguile, 

We  walk  in  other,  fairer  realms  awhile  ; 
Then  to  our  tasks  renewed,  refreshed  return 
The  greatness  of  the  humblest  lot  to  learn. 

Oh  blest  delight  amidst  life's  toil  and  fret ! 

The  wise  and  saintly  live  among  us  yet, 

From  out  the  past  they  speak  ;  what  they  have 

seen 
We  too  may  see,  may  be  what  they  have  been. 

And  there  are  kindred  pleasures  too  in  Art  : 
How  oft  has  Music  thrilled  the  spellbound  heart, 
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With  blest  emotions  made  the  soul  to  glow 
And  called  to  rest  from  toil,  and  care  and  woe. 
A  gentle  song  has  brought  an  angel  near, 
Some  message  bringing  to  our  listening  ear 
Of  trust  and  hope  and  of  the  love  that  holds 
Fast  in  its  grasp  when  darkening  cloud  enfolds. 
A  solemn  chord  has  stilled  the  strife  within  : 
A  door  has  opened  and  its  peace  come  in. 
Who  has  not  known  the  blissful  ecstasy 
Of  tuneful  voices  blending  perfectly 
In  glorious  hymn  or  anthem,  whilst  the  keys 
Of  the  full  organ  lent  their  harmonies  ? 
With  a  fine  rapture,  insupportable 
By  ravished  sense,  we  listen  as  they  swell 
To  their  full  climax,  then  on  silence  fall 
In  far-off  whispers  ceasing  soon,  when  all 
The  being  trembles,  having  heard  and  seen 
More  wondrous  sounds  and  sights  than  visit 

men. 

From  many  a  cottage  by  the  wayside  standing 
And  little  fortune  of  this  world  commanding, 
You  oft  may  hear  the  sweet-toned  voice  of  song 
Or  strains  of  other  music,  borne  along 
Upon  the  quiet  air  of  falling  eve, 
What  space  these  pleasures  from  all  tasks  relieve, 
All  cares,  and  call  the  heart  away 
Enrapt,  obedient  to  their  heavenly  sway. 
Next  to  the  power  of  oratory  flung 
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From  heart  impassioned  and  a  golden  tongue, 
Or  that  of  written  words  that  find  our  heart 
E'en  as  we  read,  till  deep  emotions  start 
Kindling  all  sweet  and  pure  imaginings, 
And  aspirations  after  better  things, 
Thy  power  supreme  must  every  soul  declare 
Oh  heaven-born  Music  !     Other  arts  there  are 
Sublime  and  worthy,  whose  great  gifts  are  ours : 
We  own  their  charms  and  know  their  gracious 

powers  ; 

But  not  as  thou  dost  move  the  inward  deep 
Of  being  till  the  hardest  heart  must  weep, 
Softened,  subdued,  the  thoughts  embittered  flee, 
The  finite  in  us  feel  infinity, 
Do  they  or  can  they  animate  and  thrill 
With  noble  feeling,  subjugate  our  will, 
Soothe  the  disordered  passions  of  the  breast 
And  give  tranquillity  to  life's  unrest. 
Thou  comest  to  us  like  the  gentle  rain 
On  desert  places  falling  ;  what  had  lain 
In  seeming  death  the  soil  of  life  beneath, 
Quickened  by  thee  as  by  a  summer  breath, 
Blossoms  and  bears  its  fruit ;   or  like  the  dew 
Clothing  with  fresher  green  and  brighter  hue 
The  grass  and  flowers,  thou  comest  to  restore 
To  morning  bloom  the  rose  of  hope  once  more  ; 
Or  like  the  light  that  makes  the  darkness  fly ; 
Or  like  the  heat  that  melts  the  misty  sea 
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Within  the  vale  ;   or  like  the  soft  west  wind 
That  leaves  the  scent  of  other  climes  behind. 
Thou  art,  oh  Music,  to  thy  noblest  height 
Upraised  by  soaring  genius,  the  delight 
Well-nigh  incomparable  of  mortal  men  : 
The  art  sublime  that  brings  to  human  ken 
Visions  of  brighter  worlds,  that  folds  us  round 
With  rapturous  and  wondrous  robes  of  sound. 
Strange  power  thou  art,  and  beautiful  as  strange 
Abiding  'mid  the  many  things  which  change 
And  pass,  to  win  us  by  thy  plastic  stress 
To  peace  and  joy  and  moral  nobleness. 

The  twilight  fades  beneath  the  evening  star, 
My  work  is  done — come,  sing  a  song  to  me, 

And  let  it  be 

Of  the  Homeland  beyond  the  sea  of  Death, 
So  oft  'tis  far  away,  so  far  ; 

But  now  'tis  near  ; 
Its  golden  harps  I  seem  to  hear, 

Its  open  gates  to  see  ! 
Cease  not  so  soon 

Or  dies  the  vision  and  the  glory's  gone  ! 
Sing  on  and  let  it  be 
Of  Life  beyond  this  dying  breath, 
Of  Love  that  never  perisheth, 
Of  Peace  that  never  vanisheth, 
Of  Joy  that  has  no  ending. 
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So  oft  'tis  far  away,  so  far 
The  dust  and  din  of  earth,  they  bar 
The  vision  from  my  ken ; 
But  now  'tis  near  again, 

For  in  the  sweetness  of  thy  voice  I  feel 
As  if  to  heaven  ascending, 
Its  Love  and  Light  contending 
My  soul  from  earth  to  steal. 

So  finds  the  sense  of  hearing  sweet  delight, 
But  Art  has  raptures  for  the  sense  of  sight 
In  the  fair  objects  which  the  skilful  hand 
Of   man   has    made,    his    mind    conceived   or 

planned  ; 

Picture  or  sculpture  or  some  beauteous  thing 
May   through   beholding   eyes   some   pleasure 

bring 

For  quiet  inward  feeling,  and  the  eye 
Gazing  thereon — for  these  art  treasures  lie 
Not  far  from  any — is  the  spirit's  friend, 
Fair  visions  borrowing  the  soul  to  lend, 
Which  by  insensible  degrees  is  won 
To  beauty.     Like  to  that  we  look  upon 
Most  we  become,  e'en  on  the  face  a  light 
From  wondrous  sights  remains  when  they  have 

faded  quite. 

Blest  then  the  pleasures  and  delights  of  Art  ! 
And  he  is  poor  who  lets  them  have  no  part 
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In  his  life's  programme  ;  oh  for  open  eyes 
Swift  to  discern  wherein  our  true  wealth  lies  ! 

Now  would  my  pen  of  other  pleasures  tell 
Within  the  reach  of  all,  which  it  is  well 
Should  not  be  overlooked  by  one  in  quest 
Of  truest  joy.     Has  not  your  heart  confessed 
There  is  a  pure  delight  in  doing  good — 
Since  we  are  members  of  one  brotherhood, — 
Helping  to  lift  the  burden  that  may  weigh 
Too  heavily  on  shoulders  weak,  to  allay 
Another's  woes  by  tender  sympathy, 
Not  passing  by  his  sorrows  thoughtlessly  ? 
There  is  a  work  for  selfless  love  to  do 
By  gentle  words  and  kindly  actions  too  ; 
And  he  who  does  it  has  so  learnt  to  gain 
'Mid  troubles  gladness,  peace  in  pain. 
However  dark  thy  lot,  let  love's  bright  beam 
Shine  forth,  and  thy  own  cares  and  griefs  shall 

seem 

Of  lessening  moment,  lighter,  cease  may  be  : 
Self  forgets  self  in  love  and  chanty. 
The  truly  happy  are  not  they  who  live 
Just  to  receive,  but  they  who  learn  to  give. 
Oft  may  you  meet  with  selfish  souls  who  think 
But  of  themselves  alone,  the  service  shrink 
Full  privileged  they  owe  to  those  around 
In  trouble  and  in  need,  such  will  be  found 
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In  their  own  needs  most  needy,  and  in  trial, 
Strange  to  the  virtue  of  sweet  self-denial, 
Most  wretched  ;    the  unwelcome  cross  when 

sent 

Most  heavy  seems  as  if  in  punishment. 
But  they  who  nobly  through  self-sacrifice 
Seek  their  real  happiness,  have  rich  supplies 
Wherefrom  to  draw  in  evil  hour  and  plight  : 
Their  joy  remains  undimmed,  their  night  is 

bright, 

For  still  they  serve  as  they  have  served  before 
And  have  in  poverty  a  wealthy  store. 

The  lesson  learn,  oh  soul  of  mine,  to-day  ! 
And  thoughts  self-centred  only  put  away  : 
Seek  in  the  good  of  others  thy  delight, 
Make  that  thy  pastime— love  with  all  thy  might 
Thy  neighbour  as  thyself,  and  ne'er  shalt  thou 
Whate'er  the  burden  which  thy  shoulders  bow, 
Unblest,  uncheered  and  joyless  feel  thy  day  : 
Heaven  smiles,  Love  shines,  and  angels  keep  thy 
way. 

Thus  far  my  thoughts  have  borne  me  :    I  have 

sought 

To  give  them  utterance  fitting  as  he  ought 
Who  would  his  soul  reveal  to  other  men 
That  they  may  see  the  visions  he  has  seen. 
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Yet  how  imperfectly  the  task  assayed 

Appears   thus   far   accomplished,   judged   and 

weighed 

In  presence  of  the  high  ideals  I  had  set 
Before  me.     Sad  thought !  so  distant  yet 
My  task  should  be  from  what  I  would  attain. 
Soul  of  the  Muses !     I  invoke  again 
Thy  aid  upon  my  way,  that  for  a  space 
In  thine  own  temple  dwelling  I  may  trace 
Fair  thoughts  in  words  becoming — grant  to  me 
To  yet  accomplish  what  is  worthier  thee. 

There  is  a  pleasure  in  the  sweet  unfolding 
Of  Nature's  loveliness  to  eyes  beholding. 
There  is  a  rapture  born  of  all  fair  things 
The  mind  and  heart  uplifting  as  on  wings, 
As  when  we  read  some  noble  prose  or  rhyme 
And  feel  the  charm  of  words  and  thoughts 

sublime  ; 

As  when  we  hear  the  chords  of  earthly  lyres 
Like  some  dim  strain  of  far-off  heavenly  choirs ; 
As  when  we  gaze  on  marbles  cold  yet  near 
To  breathing  warm,  so  perfect  does  appear 
The  chiselled  form  of  life  in  snowy  death, 
Acknowledging  that  here  is  all  but  breath  ; 
As  when  we  gaze  upon  the  canvas  fair 
And  see  in  truth  the  scenes  depicted  there  : 
The  homestead  nestling  in  the  valley  glade, 
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And  all  the  mystery  of  light  and  shade, 
The  flying  shadows  o'er  the  waving  grass 
As  the  sun's  downward  rays  now  shine,  now 

pass; 

The  moving  clouds  upon  the  glassy  lake  ; 
Mountain  and  moorland,  garden,  field  and 

brake, 
And  stream  and  ocean — these  the  scenes   we 

view, 

Forgetting  the  pourtrayal  in  the  true. 
There  is  a  rapture  born  of  all  fair  things, 
Both  mind  and  heart  uplifting  as  on  wings, 
Folding  the  senses  in  exquisite  tides 
Of  pure  delight  that,  passing,  yet  abides. 
The  soul  enriched,  the  mind  upraised,  remain, 
And  blessed  memories  to  thrill  again, 
Just  as  the  sea  abluent  leaves  a  strand 
As  ebbs  the  tide,  of  cleansed  and  golden  sand. 
There  is  a  rapture  in  the  unselfish  heart 
That,  ease  surrendered,  shares  another's  part 
Of  trial  and  of  sorrow — the  reward 
Of  sunnier  faces  and  the  smile  of  God  ! 

So  full  o'erbrims  our  cup  of  earthly  joys 
We  pause  awhile  and  praise  our  lips  employs, 
Bid  murmuring  cease  and  take  with  thankful- 
ness 
What  heaven  bestows  for  our  true  happiness. 
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And  should  we  not  be  mindful  of  the  gift 
Of  Love  and  Friendship  ?  Should  we  not  uplift 
The  grateful  tribute  of  one  tuneful  song 
That  these  our  pleasures  have  a  place  among  ? 

Dear  is  the  bond  of  Friendship  when  thy  friend 
Those  qualities  possesses  which  commend 
Him  to  be  worthy  of  that  sacred  name  ; 
Whose  goodness  kindles  in  thy  heart  a  flame 
Of  noble  passion  and  of  pure  desire  ; 
Who  leads  thee  on  to  realms  of  being  higher 
Than  those  thyself  wouldst  choose  ;  whose  love 

will  cling 

Steadfast  and  strong  when  fickle  loves  take  wing 
That  but  attended  thee  in  prosperous  hour ; 
Whose  faith  in  thee  calls  forth  each  latent  power, 
Thy  better  nature  rousing  to  its  height ; 
Whose  hopes  repose  in  thee,  to  be  a  bright 
And  glorious  lamp  to  keep  thee  straight  and  true. 
Dear    is    such    Friendship's    hallowed    bond ! 

Methinks 

Heaven's  sweetest  gift  is  in  the  love  that  links 
Life  unto  life  by  kindred  sympathies 
Concordant  wills  and  soul  affinities. 
Seek  such  a  friend,  and  having  found  him  cleave 
Thou  unto  him  :   give  and  thou  wilt  receive 
Trust  and  affection,  and  more  treasure  hold 
Than  well  filled  coffers  of  the  finest  gold. 
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As  clings  the  ivy  to  the  oak 

Oh  cling  to  thy  true  Friend  ! 
The  many  who  thy  steps  attend 

When  thou  art  blithe  and  gay, 

And  flowers  bestrew  thy  way, 
May  fickle  leave  thee  soon 
Like  butterflies  of  summer  noon, 
No  longer  found  in  autumn  sere 
Or  winter  cold  and  drear. 

Oh  give  them  not  the  name  of  Friend  ! 
The  many  who  thy  steps  attend 

To  walk  with  thee  but  not  to  climb 

To  heights  of  life  sublime, 
Who  spur  thee  not  to  earnest  thought, 
To  pure  desire  and  worthy  deed, 
Who  help  and  bless  thee  not, 
Thy  steps  no  higher  lead, 

Oh  give  them  not  the  name  of  Friend  ! 
But  call  him  Friend  who  loveth  thee 

Whose  deep  solicitude 
Is  that  thou  shouldst  enriched  be 

In  life's  supremest  good. 
Who  standest  by  in  storm  and  calm, 

Thee  forsaking  never, 
Supporting,  shielding  thee  from  harm, 

Most  loyal,  faithful  ever. 
Oh  give  to  him  the  name  of  Friend  ! 
As  clings  the  ivy  to  the  oak, 
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The  anchor  to  the  fissured  rock, 
Hold  fast  his  heart  and  hand. 

Yet  more  than  friendship  is  the  dearer  tie 

Mysterious  in  its  power  and  sanctity 

Of  Love,  that  makes  our  homes — whose  tender 

grace 

Encloses  from  the  world  one  fairer  place 
For  us  apart — midst  storms  of  life  a  haven 
Where  peace  is  found,  and  hope  reviving  when 
We  need  it  most  :  so  Love  can  cheer  us  on, 
And  hardest  battles  in  her  strength  are  won. 

So  Love  for  us  a  sanctuary  builds, 

And  through  her  casements  steals  the  light  that 

gilds 

Life's  darker  hours,  and  in  her  chambers  fair 
Music  and  song  resound  to  sweeten  care  ; 
And    hers    are    gardens    rich    with    fragrant 

bloom 

Of  flowers,  unwithering  beyond  the  tomb, 
Where  streams  of  crystal  waters  ever  gleam 
With  silver  radiance,  as  in  a  dream, 
Giving  delicious  coolness  to  the  air  ; 
Oh  never  vulgar  feet  may  enter  there, 
'Tis  for  the  loving  and  the  loved  alone, 
And  by  none  other  to  be  seen  and  known. 
Oh  power  of  Love,  mysterious,  magical, 
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What  can  compare  with,  thee  ?     What  blessing 

shall 

Be  chosen  to  excel  thee  ?  look  we  round 
A  continent,  and  is  that  treasure  found  ? 
Search  we  the  deep,  the  circumambient  air 
With  penetrating  eye,  it  is  not  there. 
Oh  power  of  Love,  thou  glorious  mystery, 
Matchless  thou  art,  and  evermore  shalt  be. 
Thy  angel  touch  transfigures  Life  and  Death  ; 
Abidest  thou  when  fails  the  creature  breath, 
A  spirit  bright  to  shine  in  distant  heaven 
When  the  frail  casket  to  the  earth  is  given. 
Beyond  the  evening  shadow  and  the  sleep 
Of  this  ephemeral  life,  for  those  who  weep 
There  is  a  place,  though  Death  our  bodies  sever, 
Where  spirits  meet,  where  love  abides  for  ever. 
Blest  Love  !   the  vestal  flame  of  heaven's  own 

fire 

That  burneth  on  when  other  flames  expire. 
Oft  have  I  seen  thee  in  cold  hearts  transformed  : 
Them   thou   hast   entered   and   inspired   and 

warmed, 

Working  therein  a  sweet  and  wondrous  change, 
Transfiguring  life  with  glory  rich  and  strange. 

And  what  were  earth  without  thee  ?     None  can 

say, 
For  thou  hast  ever  shone  with  brightening  ray 
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Athwart  our  path  to  gild  our  earthly  night. 
Sustained  and  soothed,  and  by  thy  gentle  might 
Softened  our  hearts,  and  made  us  strong  to  bear 
The  ills  of  life  with  fortitude,  and  care 
With  buoyant  spirit ;  hence  we  cannot  know 
What  earth  would  be  without  thee  ! — heaven 

withdrawn, 

A  night  of  gloom  ne'er  passing  into  morn  ! 
Rejoice,  oh  wanderer  'mid  earthly  wild, 
That  Love  heaven-kindled  has  upon  thee  smiled; 
Welcome  and  keep  her  with  all  reverence 
And  render  back  unstinting  recompense  : 
So  will  her  preciousness  and  beauty  shine 
With  brightening  lustre  ever,  so  entwine 
More  firm  her  silken  cords  about  thy  soul, 
Holding  in  bondage  sweet  thy  being  whole. 

Thus  have  I  followed,  striving  to  be  true, 
The  light  before  me  which  has  brought  to  view 
And  to  remembrance  dear  what  pleasures  wait, 
What  true  delights,  to  bless  our  earthly  state. 
A  thread  of  gold  runs  through  our  mortal  years. 
What  lies  afar  we  know  not,  yet  appears 
Some  image  faint  of  Heaven's  perfections  nigh 
Of  Love  and  Light  and  pure  Felicity. 
Who  see  the  shadow  and  the  grief  alone, 
The  toil,  the  struggle,  and  who  sadly  moan, 
Do  strangely  err,  insult  the  Sovereign  Will 
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Which  has  ordained  true  happiness  should  fill 
Our  days  :   that  if  we  lose  should  better  gain, 
Should  have  in  sorrow  comfort,  strength  in  pain, 
Joy  in  the  dreariness  of  common  days 
And  roses  find  along  our  thorny  ways ; 
Should  hear  some  music  sweet  to  cheer  us  on, 
And  see  Heaven's  glory  when  the  world's  has 
gone. 

Oh  blest  is  he  who  through  experience  knows 
What  pure  enjoyment  by  the  wayside  flows 
Like  a  fair  stream  to  quench  our  spirit's  thirst ; 
Who  for  his  being's  welfare  seeks  the  first 
And  highest  good — conformity  of  will 
To  the  divine,  the  good  that  conquers  ill, 
That  makes  more  sweet  the  pleasures  which  are 

few 

To  lives  bereft,  yet  more  refined  and  true 
The  pleasures  many  of  the  favoured  lot, 
And  base  delights  too  worthless  to  be  sought. 


The  Hour  of  Reverie 

PART  I 

WINTER  has  passed  away  and  Spring  is  here, 
And  budding  trees  make  answer  to  the  sun ; 
And  the  first  primrose  and  the  snowdrop  near 
Speak  of  the  season's  promise  just   begun. 
From  many  a  garden  mould  new  life  is  won 
By  the  warm  rays  that  slant  from  fairer  skies, 
And  the  mild  showers  that  in  swift  streamlets 

run ; 

Now  Nature  all,  as  if  in  glad  surprise, 
Awakes,  and  is  renewed  for  blessed   ministries. 

From  the  cold  sleep  of  death  the  earth  awakes, 

Casting  away  the  mask  of  winter  snow, 

To  smile  upon  us  in  the  leafy  brakes, 

In  sunlight,  and  in  warmth,  in  birds  that  know 

To  tune  their  songs  in  one  harmonious  flow  ; 

And  teaching  us  again  the  Easter  song 

Of  Life  triumphant  when  our  faith  is  low  : 

That  death  is  but  the  gate  to  life  among 

The  fellowship  of  heaven's  eternal  throng. 
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This  miracle,  from  the  creation  morn, 
Enacted  e'er  has  been,  transforming  earth. 
While  yet  the  creature  Man  was  still  unborn, 
Spring  brought  her  hidden  potencies  to  birth, 
And  conquered  barrenness  by  fruitful  mirth. 
Successive  years  successive  seasons  knew, 
And  all  for  man  ;  that  he  might  find  no  dearth 
Of  happiness  'mid  beauties  ever  new, 
Which  each  fresh  season  thrust  upon  his  view. 

Thus  do  we  live  within  a  garden  still, 

A  world  of  beauty  is  the  world  of  God  : 

He  made  it  so,  turn  wheresoe'er  you  will, 

A  Paradise  indeed  for  man's  abode, 

Where,   without   stint,   heaven   has   her   best 

bestowed  ; 
And  where  'tis  not  so,  man's  own  hand  has 

spoiled, 

And  reckless  ruin  made  in  vulgar  mode — 
In  this,  some  generations  past  have  toiled  ; 
Such  wantonness  by  growing  sense  be  foiled  ! 

Not  midst  "  the  hum  and  shock  of  men  "  be 

mine 

To  feel  my  proper  home  :   I  would  retire 
Ofttimes  where  no  confusion  reigns,  refine 
Both  mind  and  heart  in  Nature's  cleansing  fire  ; 
Feel  and  respond  to  influences  higher 
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Than  possible  amid  the  busy  crowd, 
Where  droops  the  spirit  oft  that  should  aspire  : 
I  would  exchange,  for  calm,  such  converse  loud, 
And  seek  a  mind  that  no  distractions  cloud. 

In  thought  'tis  often  mine  to  dwell  among 
Departed  days  that  I  have  spent  alone, 
Where  peace  is  found  as  not  among  the  throng, 
'Midst  pastoral  scenes,  and  feel  their  charm  my 

own ; 

I  hear  again  the  soft,  continual  moan 
Of  tumbling  seas  upon  a  distant  shore, 
And  catch  the  odour  with  the  breezes  blown 
From  the  salt  waste  that  dimly  lies  before  : 
One  wide  expanse,  restless  for  evermore. 

The  clouds  suspended  in  the  vault  of  heaven 
Fantastically  moving,  wreath  on  wreath, 
White  as  the  drifted  snow,  or  changed  at  even 
When  the  sun  sets  and  slowly  sinks  beneath 
The  horizon's  verge,  kindling  (but  unto  death) 
Bright  gold  to  purple  till  he  no  more  reigns, 
And  every  shaft  of  flame  then  vanisheth — 
Whilst  morning  dawns  or  evening  slowly  wanes, 
Wondrous  to  view,  their  glory  still  remains. 

The  flowers  that,  gay,  adorn  earth's  fair-robed 

breast, 
And  o'er  the  lea  a  bounteous  beauty  fling, 
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Till  all  the  eye  can  want  of  loveliest 

Vision  is  there,  in  fullest  reckoning, 

To  human  kind  no  stinted  pleasure  bring ; 

They  bloom  and  pass,  but  ere  they  fade  and  die, 

Some  lonely,  tired  heart  is  made  to  sing, 

That  looks  upon  their  fragrant  purity, 

And  lovely  hues,  as  of  the  changing  sky. 

Soon  shall  we  know  them  and  the  summer  too, 
Which  holds  them  in  its  lap,  in  fullest  store  : 
The  months  when  skies  are  dyed  a  deeper  blue, 
And  meadow,  grove  and  stream  rejoice  the  more 
For  the  sun's  rays  :    and  birds  their  tributes 

pour 

In  many  notes,  all  sweet,  of  grateful  song 
On  scented  air  ;   and  the  glad  oceans  roar, 
With  brightly  flashing  lights,  the  rocks  among, 
The  dashing  spray  their  fitting,  joyful  tongue. 

Where  rugged  mountains  lift  their  summits  high 
In  grandeur  desolate  and  silence  weird, 
As  if  the  pillars  of  the  arching  sky 
By  some  Titanic  hand  in  triumph  reared  ; 
Where  mighty  cliffs,  precipitous,  have  sheered 
Far  down,  with  beetling  crags,  to  ocean  line, 
I  oft  have  strayed,  and  in  my  soul  revered 
The  one  Creator  of  the  vast  design 
Unseen,  yet  near,  in  all  His  works  divine. 
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Our  life  glides  onward,  as  a  quiet  stream 
Flows  to  the  river,  whose  deep  waters  merge 
At  last  in  ocean's  wilderness  extreme, 
Where  currents  mingle  in  the  swelling  surge 
And,  once  apart,  in  union  vast  converge. 
We  are  the  sharers  of  a  hallowed  peace, 
Though  Time  with  swiftness  to  the  grave  may- 
urge : 

It  robs  not  of  this  gift,  which  does  not  cease 
When  we  are  one  with  Nature's  silences. 

Not  that  it  is  impossible  to  find 

In  other  wise  the  deeper  peace  of  life  : 

'Tis  not  a  blest  beatitude  confined 

To  those  whom  fortune  may  exempt  from  strife, 

And  cities  drear  with  busy  toilers  rife. 

No  :  'tis  for  all,  whate'er  the  time  or  place, 

For  youth  and  age  a  haven  of  relief 

From  the  world's  fever  that  consumes  apace 

Full  many  a  life  ere  yet  is  run  its  race. 

True  peace  is  of  the  heart,  and  everywhere 
May  be  the  tenant  of  the  human  breast. 
Oft  in  the  atmosphere  of  toil  and  care, 
This  lily  grows  of  deep,  internal  rest  : 
But  if  there  be  for  men  a  spot  more  blest 
Where  this  sweet  flower  may  bloom,  'tis  midst 
the  deep 
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Rich  sanctity  of  earth  in  beauty  dressed, 

O'er  which  the  winds  of  heaven  in  pureness 

sweep, 
And  angels  seem  to  bend  and  vigil  keep. 

Now  cease  my  wandering  thoughts  to  stray 

awhile  : 

Come  nearer  home.     From  the  close  foliage 
Of  that  near  tree  that  hinders  heaven's  smile 
(As  if  the  sunlight  were  its  heritage, 
And  mine  the  shadow  on  the  open  page), 
There  flows  a  stream  of  melody  around — 
As  if  some  little  sprite  would  fain  engage, 
From  this  retreat,  to  thrill  the  very  ground 
With  one  harmonious  gush  of  liquid  sound. 

'Tis  but  a  bird  of  insessorial  stock, 

Whose  fathers  did  before  him  tenement 

This  leafy  home,  whose  branches  interlock 

And  form  a  cosy  dwelling.     In  content 

For  this  protection  free  of  any  rent, 

Secure  as  any  blackbird  need  desire, 

Some  generations  he  and  his  have  spent 

In  pouring  forth  their  praise  with  ardent  fire  : 

Sing  on,  thou  happy  bird,  and  never  tire. 

Beget  a  joyous  race  who'll  sing  as  well 

In  future  years  as  thou  hast  sung  this  day  : 
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That  when  thou  art  in  dust  a  hymn  shall  swell, 
And  so  perpetuate  thy  grateful  lay, 
Though  they  who  hear  thee  now  are  far  away. 
Spare  this  old  tree,  oh  Time  ;  and  may  no  hand 
Of  ruthless  generations  hew  and  slay  ! 
Woe  be  to  him  who  devastates  this  land  : 
His  axe  be  broken  and  his  name  be  banned. 

Well,  if  the  good  example  thou  dost  set 

In  this  respect  to  thy  superior  lord, 

Were  duly  followed,  when  he  would  forget, 

Though  amply   blest,   to   strike   one  grateful 

chord  : 

For  gratitude  is  the  alone  reward — 
(Since  he,  receiving  all,  naught  else  can  give) — 
A  man  may  yield  to  his  great  Maker,  God  : 
Oh  thou,  who  hast  not  yet  so  learnt  to  live, 
Begin  to  praise,  and  the  dead  past  retrieve. 

Once  more,  methinks,  'twere  well  from  thee  to 

take, 

Bird  of  the  sheltering  tree  and  brimming  mirth, 
An  inspiration,  that  our  lives  would  make, 
If  we  but  followed  it,  of  higher  worth. 
Who,  noble-souled,  has  not  deplored  the  dearth 
Of  the  unselfish  heart,  with  love  endowed 
(In  Scripture  phrase,  "  the  light  and  salt  of 

earth"), 
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Which  serves  in  quietness,  not  in  pretence  loud, 
Where  sin  has  marred,  and  sorrow's  load  has 
bowed  ? 

Thy  melody  thy  service  is  ;  not  much 
It  may  appear  :  'tis  all  thou  hast  to  yield  ; 
To  ask  for  more  were  vain  request,  since  such 
Is  thy  capacity  to  give.     Concealed, 
Thou  dost  thy  power  of  song  with  vigour  wield. 
Likewise,  oh  man  !  let  thy  full  notes  ring  out, 
And  find,  in  doing  good,  thy  self  revealed  : 
A  truer  self  and  richer,  without  doubt. 
Thus  doing  good  the  Highest  went  about. 

Thy  sphere  may  lowly  be,  thy  talents  small : 
Thine  but  the  rill,  thy  neighbour's  as  the  flood  ; 
Oft  one  has  little,  but  another  all, 
Wherewith  to  minister  to  human  good  ; 
But  not  of  both  alike  is  asked  they  should 
Fill  the  same  space  :  for  one  it  were  too  hard, 
For  other  all  too  easeful ;   soon  they  would 
With  sad  indifference  the  task  regard, 
And  lot  so  strange  would  all  true  work  retard. 

Nay,  'tis  not  so,  but  each  the  just  account 
Of  his  own  stewardship  must  render  in, 
Whether  he  be  distinguished,  as  the  mount 
'Midst  lower  .hills,  or  come  the  pale  within 
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Of  insignificance  amongst  his  kin. 

Each  fills  his  place,  favoured,  or  prospered  less, 

And  other  laurel  need  not  seek  to  win  : 

The  best  song  piped  in  deepest  lowliness 

Is  sweet  as  that  which  fills  heaven's  wilderness. 

Cast  down,  oh  heart,  that  mortal  years  are  few, 
And  joys,  like  earthly  cloud-mists,  have  an  end 
In  rain  of  tears — that  flowers,  immersed  in 

dew 

Of  morning  hope,  decay  ere  night  descend  ? 
A  rainbow  rich  does  o'er  thy  pathway  bend 
Of  many  colours  :  each  a  promise  fair 
Of  great  reward  if  thou  wilt  rightly  spend 
Thyself  for  noble  ends — a  lasting  share 
Of  treasure  priceless,  and  of  joy  most  rare. 

More  true  in  earth  or  heaven  there  nothing  is, 
Than  the  great  law  that  from  the  silent  dust, 
With  rapid  wings  to  everlasting  bliss 
The  soul  shall  soar,  which  here  did  serve  and 

trust. 

Oh  man,  so  bounded  now,  with  ardour  must 
Thou  toil,  night  nearer   steals  when  work  is 

done, 

And  hope's  flower  withers  in  death's  icy  gust. 
Spare  us,  oh  Heaven,  awhile,  that  work  begun 
May  finished  be,  and  thy  bright  crown  be  won. 
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E'en  while  I  write,  the  lower  clouds  are  swept 
From  the  translucent  skies  ;  bright  rays  now 

burst 
From  the  blue  rift ;    and  where  the  shadows 

crept 

And  danced,  as  if  the  morning  clouds  rehearsed 
Some  play  on  Nature's  stage,  there  shines  as  first 
With  stainless  morn,  one  broadening  path  of 

gold 

Upon  the  earth  beneath.     The  intense  thirst 
Of  grass  and  flower  and  leaf,  and  the  soft  mould, 
For  warmth,  is  quenched,  after  the  winter's  cold, 

If  every  cloud  should  from  the  bosom  pass 
Of  high-domed  heaven,   and  the  sun's  light 

serene 

In  its  pure  splendour,  make  as  burnished  glass 
The  panorama  vast  from  mountain  seen — 
Above,  beneath,  one  perfect,  glorious  sheen  : 
Then  the  unveiling  of  that  stainless  light 
Would  symbolise  the  beatific  scene 
When  light  eternal  breaks  upon  the  sight, 
And  glories  shine,  unseen  in  mortal  night. 

From  such  high  thought  descending,  let  me 

turn 
To  one  more  near,  perchance,  as  some  may 

deem  ; 
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Though  anything  that  does  man's  life  concern, 
And  sheds  of  light  upon  his  way  one  gleam 
Is  neither  strange,  nor  yet  too  high  a  theme  : 
The  truth  that  throws  o'er  hearts  a  holy  spell 
Is  no  vaticination  of  a  dream. 
For  who  would  here  most  nobly  live  and  well, 
Must  near  the  fount  of  higher  wisdom  dwell. 

All  truth  is  near — there  is  no  high  nor  low  ; 
Our  darkness  is  the  shadow  of  the  bright 
Transforming  light  of  God,  which  cannot  glow 
Through   our   slow   minds   opaque.      We,    in 

affright, 

Dread  the  embrace  of  self-created  night ; 
And  call  that  far  which  nearer  is  than  breath, 
And  deem  that  dark  which  is  a  ray  of  light, 
Could  we  but  see  it.     Truth  is  not  beneath, 
Nor  yet  beyond  :   'tis  nigh  in  life  and  death. 

Know  then,  oh  man,  this  truth  for  ever  writ 

By  wise  experience  and  hoary  time 

For  thy  instruction,  and  remember  it, 

When  thou  wouldst  waste  the  glory  of  thy  prime 

In  heaping  riches  :   'tis  a  weary  climb 

For  less  than  naught,  if  thou  dost  hope  to  find 

Thereby  the  summit  of  true  joy.     The  chime 

Of  the  full  bells  of  happiness  of  mind, 

And  restful  heart,  thou  lea  vest  far  behind. 
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Not  thus  the  boon  so  blessed  shouldst  thou 

strive 

To  wrest  from  that  which  cannot  give  it :  oh 
Be  wise  !   and  seek  it  truly  ;  yea,  deprive 
Thyself,  if  gain  from  outward  loss  may  flow  : 
'Twere  ill  to  have  thy  wealth  allied  to  woe, 
Riches  enough,  yet  no  possession  thine. 
This  is  the  bitterness  that  many  know, 
Who  long  have  toiled,  but  raised  no  inward 

shrine 
Of  simple  love,  and  faith  in  things  divine. 

Wealth  may  be  desecrated  and  a  curse  ; 

More  wisely  consecrated  and  a  good  ; 

But  he  who  hopes  to  get  from  well-lined  purse 

The  highest  blessing,  has  not  understood 

'Tis  not  in  glittering  coin,  but  in  the  blood  : 

The  harmony  of  inward  elements, 

Alone  the  secret  of  all  true  self-hood. 

Who  thinks  not  so,  himself  with  chaff  contents, 

And  haply,  when  too  late,  his  case  repents. 

Oh  Lord,  deliver  us  from  selfish  greed  ; 

From  the  slow  withering  blight  which  follows 

sure 

The  ambition  to  be  rich,  without  due  heed 
To  cultivate  "  the  upright  heart  and  pure." 
The  feet  of  youth  to  safer  paths  allure, 
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Where  character  is  more  than  ample  dross 
In  empty  hands,  and  treasures  rare  endure  ; 
Where  fails  no  bank  to  swell  a  common  loss, 
And  no  thieves  steal :  full  both  a  heavy  cross. 

I  well  remember,  whilst  upon  this  head, 
As  preachers  say,  reading  in  ancient  tome 
How  Lichfield's  Bishop  (centuries  have  fled 
Since  he  was  gathered  to  his  last  long  home 
'Neath  sculptured  marble  and  Cathedral  dome), 
To  the  great  scandal  of  the  Holy  See, 
In  bold  defiance  of  his  vows  to  Rome, 
Resolved  by  stealth  he  would  most  wealthy  be, 
And  richer  grew,  professing  poverty. 

With  cunning  covetousness  he  hoarded  gold 
Till  coins  grew  thick  upon  him,  a  huge  sum  ; 
Yea,  he,  for  money,  would  himself  have  sold, 
If  any  with  a  bag,  large-sized,  had  come. 
Oh,  revelled  he  o'er  this  prodigious  plum 
Of  treasure  heaped  ;  he  rolled  his  greedy  eyes, 
And  for  great  pleasure  was  of  speech  quite  dumb ; 
It  was  his  all,  his  hope,  his  paradise, 
He  loved  and  hugged  it,  as  a  child  some  prize. 

Where  should  he  keep  it,  was  the  question  now  : 
For  thieves — they  have  no  conscience  in  these 
things, 
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And  cherished,  tender  feelings  don't  allow, 
Whilst  to  such  bags  they  fasten  the  swift  wings 
That  bear  away.     Shame  on  their  pilferings. 
He  looks  about  him  and  a  hole  does  spy 
Within  the  chamber  wall ;  to  this  he  brings 
His  precious  store,  deposits  carefully, 
And  full  congratulates  his  sanity. 

The  hole  was  open  at  the  other  end, 

A  fact  quite  unperceived,  sad  to  relate, 

Or  the  good  Bishop's  wealth  he  loathed  to  spend 

Would  not  have  been  thus  left  to  piteous  fate, 

But    elsewhere    placed,    and    with   precaution 

great. 

A  pair  of  jackdaws,  looking  for  their  nest, 
Discerned  the  aperture,  disconsolate, 
Now  filled  with  coins  to  violate  their  rest ; 
And  soon  to  alter  this  they  did  their  best. 

Ill  fared  it  then  with  those  ill-fated  coins  : 
Cleared  must  the  chamber  be  of  what  offends. 
'Tis  no  rapacious  hand  that  now  purloins 
Of  happy  mortal,  filching  all  he  spends. 
Nor  is  it  witch  that  from  some  wood  descends. 
'Tis  these  said  jackdaws,  who,  with  no  respect, 
Yea,  wantonness  with  which  irreverence  blends, 
(From  such  marauders,  oh  kind  heaven  protect), 
Seek  but  to  remedy  a  sad  defect. 
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Among  the  trees,  and  o'er  the  garden  sward, 
Despised,  neglected,  the  rich  treasure  lies ; 
The  birds  are  safe  and  snug,  their  just  reward  ; 
Perchance  they  sleep  to  gentle  lullabies, 
Unconscious  of  the  Prelate's  sacrifice. 
And  soon  from  north  and  south,  from  east  and 

west 

A  gathering  crowd  picks  up,  in  glad  surprise, 
The  scattered  hoard,  with  not  a  little  zest, 
Then  homeward  turns,  unguessing  at  the  jest. 

The  further  history  of  this  episode, 

In  some  obscurity  is  no  doubt  lost  : 

There  is  no  chronicle  to  show  the  mode 

Of  the  discovery,  nor  what  it  cost 

The  birds,  who  to  the  winds  that  hoard  had 

tossed. 

What  suffered  they  from  this  so  pious  man 
We  cannot  tell,  no  antique  roll  embossed 
Enlightens  the  dark  mind,  which  only  can, 
Alas,  surmise  where  eye  may  never  scan. 

From  this  gay  story  to  the  lesson  grave 
Now  let  us  turn  ;  too  many  thus  have  heaped 
Up  empty  riches,  each  of  wealth  the  slave 
Harvests  of  sorrow  and  of  trouble  reaped. 
In  other  wisdom  let  thy  soul  be  steeped  : 
With  all  thy  getting,  ne'er  be  covetous, 
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And  if,  from  indigence  to  affluence  leaped, 
Thou  hast  fair  Fortune's  smile,  oh  then  and 

thus 
For  thy  soul's  welfare  be  solicitous. 

Poor  toiling  man,  rejoice  :  there  is  a  zone 

Of  glory  round  thee  ;  others  envy  not. 

A  wealth  is  there  that  thou  mayst  call  thine 

own, 

Which  none  can  rob  thee  of.     Hast  thou  forgot 
Thy  childhood's  days,  when  the  sweet  garden 

plot, 

By  cottage  small,  with  clustering  roses  gay, 
Was  thy  bright  world,  and  passed  thy  happy 

lot 

In  gathering  laughing  flowers  the  lifelong  day  ? 
Alas  !  that  now  thou  art  so  far  away. 

Ah,  with  what  glee  thou  didst,  with  playmates 

young, 

Explore  the  beauties  of  the  field  and  grove, 
And  lose  thyself  midst  woods  in  shadows  hung, 
And  in  all  lovely  haunts  delight  to  rove ; 
In  crystal  waters  playing,  thou  didst  love 
To  gather  pebbles  from  the  flowing  stream. 
On  bank,  outstretched,  to  gaze  on  skies  above, 
Thy  life  the  passing  of  a  pleasant  dream  : 
Alas  !  that  now  those  days  so  distant  seem. 
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Man  comes  and  goes,  and  all  his  glories  pass 
As  a  bright  ray  that  shines  but  for  a  space 
And  ceases  soon  ;  or  as  a  blade  of  grass, 
Plaything  of  summer  winds,  ere  eve,  decays  ; 
Or  yet  as  the  grey  bank  of  morning  haze 
Melts  in  the  glowing  beams  of  rising  morn 
To  gentle  rain.     The  cold  and  sad  embrace 
Of  death  awaits  him,  and  his  wealth  is  torn 
From  nerveless  clay  whose  name  is  swift  out- 
worn. 

But  the  true  glories  of  the  earth  abide  : — 
A  temple  fair,  both  the  resplendent  shrine 
And  home  of  Deity.     On  every  side 
Some  wonder  new  appears ;  and  all  combine 
In  one  harmonious  whole.     Beyond  the  near 

confine 

That  shuts  us  in,  an  ampler  robe  is  spread 
Of  richer  textures  :  they  are  thine, 
Thine  still,  though  childhood's  happy  days  are 

dead 
And  far  away  thy  steps  the  years  have  led. 

Love  Nature  more,  as  in  the  days  gone  by  : 
Or  if,  perchance,  thou  never  hadst  such  calm 
Of  early  years — born  'neath  the  leaden  sky 
O'er    city    streets,    where   eye   finds    less    to 
charm — 
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(Which    is    the  lot  of  most),  now  seek,  with 

ardour  warm, 

And  oft  as  possible,  the  quiet  vale 
Or  country  garden  ;  here  is  a  sweet  balm 
For  tired  hearts,  a  joy  that  does  not  fail, 
Needful  if  thou  wouldst  in  life's  stress  prevail. 


PART  II 

BEFORE  me,  at  the  base  of  that  low  hill 
Which  rises  gently  from  the  valley  broad, 
There  stands  a  Church — or  call  it,  if  you  will, 
By  a  more  august  name,  a  House  of  God. 
Albeit  every  place  is  His  abode 
Who  dwelleth  not  in  temples  made  with  hands 
Exclusively.     Our  mind  is  over-awed 
By  Him  whose  habitation  is  all  lands, 
All    time,    all    space :     they    own    His    high 
commands. 

Stands  clear  against  the  hill  its  slender  spire, 
Pointing  the  soul  away  from  mortal  bourne 
To  timeless  life ;  reproving  low  desire 
By  its  still  altitude.     Let  us  sojourn 
Within  its  shadow,  and  with  thoughts  upborne 
On  wings  of  reverence,  learn  in  the  height 
Truth  for   the  vale.      Oh  Lord,  'tis  ours  to 

mourn 

Some  failure  oft  to  live  our  lives  aright  : 
Though  shines  Thy  day,  we  lose  ourselves  in 

night. 
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Spirit  within  !  transcend  the  finite  bound, 
The  lower  thoughts  and  cares  that  over-roof 
Our  earthliness,  till  the  close  air  around 
Stifles  aspiring  breath.     No  beauteous  woof 
Of  perfect  life  is  wrought,  to  thy  behoof 
Within,  by  the  swift  threads  of  time, 
If  thou  so  livest.     Of  heaven's  air  make  proof 
And  sunlight  sweet  :  then  shall  thy  life  sublime 
Fair  as  the  lily  be,  in  glorious  prime. 

In  the  pure  lily  did  the  Saviour  find 

(Which    neither    toils    nor    spins)    an   ampler 

dower 

Of  glory  than  proud  Solomon  combined 
In  his  resplendent  robes  of  kingly  hour. 
His  lustre  paled  before  that  stately  flower, 
In  hallowed  peace  and  quietness  perfected  : 
Full  overmatched  his  gorgeous  pomp  of  power. 
And  though  in  lowly  place  the  lily's  head 
May  chastely  rise,  yet  be  its  lesson  read. 

The  Sabbath  comes,  and  a  soft  rippling  peal 
Of  bells  floats  o'er  the  undisturbed  repose 
That  reigns  o'er  all  things,  as  a  balm  to  heal 
'Neath  outward  peace  the  pain  of  human  woes. 
The  sound  rolls  onward,  till  the  valley  knows 
It  is  the  hour  of  worship  and  of  prayer ; 
And  soon  a  hymn  of  praise  united  flows 
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In  deep,  grand  harmony  from  spirits  there 
Linked  each  to  each  and  God.     What  sight 
more  fair  ? 

Let  cynic  rail,  and  his  keen  arrows  hurl 

Of  ready  sarcasm  against  devout 

And  saintly  souls,  and  his  beliefs  unfurl  : 

His  the  delusion  !     'Tis  an  empty  shout, 

An  argument  whose  wisdom  has  run  out. 

For  'tis  no  wisdom  in  the  dark  to  grope, 

Nor  reason  high  to  flounder  amid  doubt, 

Put  out  the  light  of  an  immortal  hope, 

And,  void  to  void,  glide  down  a  slippery  slope. 

Rebels  the  whole  intelligible  world 
'Gainst  unbelief  ;   no  work  of  chance  are  we, 
By  combination  of  dread  forces  hurled 
In  the  dim  past,  from  vast  infinity, 
Upon  the  plains  of  this  mortality, 
With  strivings  for  illimitable  things, 
With  quenchless  yearnings  for  a  life  to  be — 
The  tension  of  a  bird  which  sadly  flings 
Itself  at  caged  bars  with  quivering  wings. 

Nay,  faith  has  not  so  erred,  or  'twere  in  vain 
To  reconcile,  with  all  we  know  and  feel, 
What  is ;  our  joys  were  but  as  mocking  pain, 
And  sad  oblivion  our  only  weal, 
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O'er  loved  and  lost  the  grave  had  set  its  seal, 
Which  never  could  be  broken  ;   in  the  heat 
And  press  of  life,  we  to  no  fount  could  steal 
To  quench  our  thirst,  and  for  our  wandering  feet 
There  were  no  goal  where  love  and  rest  are 
sweet. 

So  worship  on,  believer,  tarrying  there 
In  temple  walls,  and  bring  the  homage  due 
Of  real  devotion,  as  thou  kneel'st  in  prayer  : 
Thou  art  the  wise  and  thine  the  wisdom  true  ; 
Heaven's  peace  descend  upon  thee,  as  the  dew 
On  flowers  reviving,  and  His  grace  abide 
Perpetually  with  thee :  till,  the  conflict  through, 
Thou  art  in  light  of  morning  satisfied 
That  Faith  is  true  and  Unbelief  has  lied. 

Oh  Thou,  the  True,  the  Beautiful,  the  Good, 
When    we    would    shadow    Thee    by    earthly 

creeds, 

And  sad  forgetfulness  of  Brotherhood  ; 
When  we  would  sow  the  seed  that    harvest 

breeds 

Of  bitter  fruit  within  the  peaceful  meads 
Of  Thine  own  Church,  through  sad  intolerance 
Which  from  some  pride  or  bigotry  proceeds, 
Take  Thou  our  hand,  as  brethren  lead  us  hence 
To  see  the  breadth  of  our  inheritance. 
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Thou  art  a  Person,  and  who  follows  Thee 

Is  larger  than  the  tenets  of  a  sect ; 

Thou  art  a  Spirit,  and  what  holdeth  Thee 

Is  wider  than  the  borders  that  protect 

The  bearers  of  a  name.     The  good  collect 

In  greater  bands  than  any  walls  contain. 

Our    sad     distinctions    by    God's    Hand    are 

wrecked, 

For  all  whom  hope  and  faith  in  Him  sustain 
Are    of    one    Church  —  His    vast    and    blest 

demesne. 

And  here  occurs  to  me  an  anecdote, 
Told  of  a  saint  who  had  a  vivid  dream, 
One  which  broad-minded  folk  delight  to  quote 
And  narrow  don't  agree  with,  it  would  seem  : 
'Tis  sad  the  gap  between  is  so  extreme. 
He  dreamed  of  his  own  death,  and  at  the  gate 
Of  dark  Gehenna  without  cheering  gleam, 
Thus  questioned  him  who  kept  that  dark  estate, 
And  asked  for  answer  of  their  unknown  fate  : 

"  Are  any  Anglicans  and  Romanists 

In  this  sad  place  ?  are  any  Baptists  near  ? 

Do  any  Independents  swell  the  lists  ? 

And  any  Wesleyans  ?     And  have  you  here 

Some  Lutherans  and  Calvinists  ?  " 

This  answer  comes  to  him  who  thus  persists, 


THE  HOUR  OF  REVERIE          69 

"  Yes,  a  great  many  " ;  he  retired  quite  stunned, 
For  he  had  thought  where  such  deep  woe  exists 
None  of  such  folds  were  found  ;  he  shunned 
The  awful  place  ;  his  tears  bedewed  the  ground. 

And    next    to    heaven's    gate    with    haste    he 

sped, 

And  asked  the  questions  he  had  asked  before  ; 
And  unto  each  the  one  responding  said, 
"  No,  none  at  all."     He  was  amazed  the  more, 
And  the  great  puzzle  did  distract  his  head. 
"  Whom,    then,    may   you   have   here  ?  "    he 

earnest  pled. 

And  came  reply,  "  But  Christians  here  we  have, 
And  know  not  other  names — all  sects  are  dead." 
The  dream  was  o'er,  and  from  his  bed,  the 

grave 
Imagined  of  his  sleep,  he  rose  no  bigot  slave. 

From  hence  we  learn  the  folly  to  escape 
Of  thinking  more  of  sect  than  what  men  are, 
Of  placing  creed  before  the  mould  and  shape 
Of  inward  life — ruin  or  temple  fair. 
And  if  we  need  to  breathe  a  fervent  prayer 
It  is  for  grace  to  be  what  we  profess, 
Christians  in  deed — be  this  our  greater  care  ! 
The  one  true  name  is  His,  and  less 
Than  this  is  only  sounding  emptiness. 
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Oh  blest,  accepted  Name  !   for  ever  ours 
Whose  symbol  is  a  cross  and  crown  of  thorns. 
Oh  sweet  repose  for  all  our  toiling  hours  ! 
Oh  diadem  of  glory  that  adorns 
Our  lowly  lot  with  light  of  summer  morns ! 
Oh  Pattern  meek  for  all  our  conduct  given  ! 
Thou  leadest  us  by  streams  through  smiling 

lawns 

Where  glows  the  deep-red  rose  of  opened  heaven, 
Crimsoned  with  blood  from  Thine  own  body 

riven. 

Thine  was  the  shame,  the  mortal  agony, 
The  life  surrendered  and  the  life  laid  down  ; 
Thine  'twas  to  save  a  lost  humanity, 
And  this  for  ever  is  Thy  blest  renown. 
Didst  Thou  not  lay  aside  Thy  kingly  crown 
And  sojourn  here,  our  human  nature  sharing  ? 
And  though  Death  smote  Thee  with  its  awful 

frown 

Didst  Thou  not  rise, that  selfsame  nature  bearing 
With    Thee    to    heaven,    Thy    radiant    glory 

wearing  ? 

How  shall  I  thank  Thee,  oh  Thou  gracious 

Lord? 

What  chords  of  life's  deep  lyre  will  fitly  sound 
A  paeon  of  Thy  praise,  an  ocean  broad 
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Of  crashing  alleluias  on  the  ground 

That  circles  Thy  white  throne  ?     Oh  heavens 

around, 

Take  up  my  feeble  strain,  bright  angels  lend 
Your  voice,  till  mine  be  lost  and  drowned 
In  the  full,  glorious  anthems  that  ascend 
To  Him  Who  lives  and  reigns,  world  without  end. 

How  shall  I  serve  Thee,  oh  Thou  Holy  One  ? 
How  love  Thee  ?     With  what  devotion  meet 
Of  full  surrender,  oh  Thou  radiant  Sun 
Of  Life  Eternal,  shall  I  rise  to  greet 
Thee  in  the  dawn  of  morning  sweet, 
And  fill  the  day  to  evening's  still  repose  ? 
To  follow  Thee  with  love  full-orbed,  complete, 
Through  calm  and  tempest,  and  'mid  friends  or 

foes, 
My  portion  be,  till  life's  brief  day  shall  close. 

"  Only  to  follow  "  ;   we  ourselves  perplex 
With  many  matters  of  but  small  concern, 
Oft  the  essentials  miss,  and  sadly  vex 
Our  restless  souls,  which  for  things  needful  yearn: 
The  sweet  simplicities  of  faith  we  spurn, 
And  harassed  are  with  many  cares  of  life, 
Which  would  be  fewer  if  we  learned  to  turn 
More  oft  to  One  whose  gift  is  peace,  not  strife, 
True  joy,  where  fevered  counterfeits  are  rife. 
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Nature  has  here  a  lesson  more  to  teach; 
How  lovely  is  its  robe,  the  verdure  soft 
Of  grassy  lawns,  the  ivied  strands  that  reach 
With  ample  green  to  the  mossed  eaves  aloft ; 
How  gay  the  flowers  in  the  near  garden  croft, 
With  honey  burdened  in  the  summer-time  ; 
How  thick  the  leaves,  trelissed,  or  yet  more  oft 
Unneeding  of  supports  whereon  to  climb 
Save  friendly  trees  near  by,  in  hoary  prime. 

Nature  has  here  a  lesson  more  to  teach  ! 
How  fair  its  beauteous  robe — list  to  the  sun- 
kissed  waves 

Of  ocean,  breaking  on  the  lonely  beach ; 
List  to  the  droning  bees,  and,  from  the  shelter- 
ing eaves 

The  chorus  of  the  birds  which  all  things  laves 
In  its  own  crystal  rapture  ;   turn  away 
From  the  poor  pleasure  that  the  sense  enslaves 
In  the  hot,  surging  crowd,  to  where  the  day 
Is  fragrant  as  a  breath  of  new-mown  hay. 

Gaze  on  the  splendours  of  the  awful  mount, 

That  soars  as  if  to  pierce  infinitude 

With  its  cold  crest  of  snow,  or  on  the  fount 

Of  waters  gushing  in  the  solitude 

Of  valley  glade,  a  gracious  interlude 

Of  music  soft  to  entertain  the  ear, 
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'Twixt  noise  of  rippling  stream  or  river  flood 
And  cataractal  roar  ;    more  and  still  more 
Confess  the  charms  of  Nature,  and  adore. 

And  yet  these  charms  are  simple,  effortless ; 
There  is  no  fevered  haste  and  fret ;    flowers 

bloom 

And  all  fruits  ripen  in  rich  quietness ; 
Whether  in  noonday  light  or  twilight  gloom, 
Peace  in  activity  prevails ;  no  room 
Is  here  for  wild  unrest ;   simplicity 
Is  law  and  peace  :   as  doth  the  Sun  illume, 
One  mantle  fair  of  heavenly  tapestry 
Is  softly  woven  through  eternity. 

So  without  strife  and  ostentatious  noise 
Life's  tree  should  ripen  to  its  Autumn  gold 
Of  full-orbed  fruit  that  bending  branches  poise 
And  all  the  wealth  of  Spring  and  Summer  hold  : 
The  promise  and  the  hope,  by  death  unspoiled, 
Of  life  still  fruitful  through  eternal  years. 
And  thus  the  place  where  thou  hast  lived  and 

toiled 

Shall  richer  be,  when  thou  to  other  spheres 
Hast  gone,  to  mingle  with  thy  blest  compeers. 


PART  III 

WITH    what    blest   sanctities  our  life  is 
dowered  ! 

Imagination  !   open  wide  thy  door, 
And  let  thy  powers,  like  fragrance  rich  out- 
poured 

Of  gathered  flowers,  o'er  sense  be  potent  more  ; 
And  from  the  memories  of  days  just  o'er 
Cause  some  veiled  light  to  shine  that  else  would 

die 

To  shine  upon  the  days  that  are  before  : 
I  would  not  that  the  lamp  in  dust  should  lie. 
Imagination  !    kindle  Memory. 

I  stand  again  in  the  dim  cloistered  aisle 

Of  old  Westminster,  where  the  hallowing  light 

Falls  in  a  diverse  radiance  awhile 

As  many-coloured  windows  break  the  white 

Instreaming  splendour  of  the  sun.     The  sight 

Is  overawed  :  the  silence,  solemn,  deep, 

Is  audible  to  inward  sense  ;   an  eremite 

Might  here  his  orisons  repeat  and  keep 

His  vows ;  the  dead  in  stillness  sleep. 

74 
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Recumbent  effigies  hard  by  each  wall, 
And  choicest  monuments  of  sculptured  stone, 
And  graven  brass,  where'er  the  eye  may  fall, 
Tell  of  the  clay  beneath,  whose  race  is  run, 
Of  toiling  hand  and  heart,  whose  work  is  done, 
Of  winging  thought,  whose  soaring  has  an  end. 
All  dust  they  lie,  and  we,  the  lookers  on, 
Must   too,   like  them,   with  the  same  power 

contend, 
Though  less  of  glory  with  our  passing  blend. 

Where  now  is  all  the  splendour  and  the  power 
Of  human  glory  ?     Where,  oh  where,  are  they, 
The  exalted  favourites  of  fortune's  hour, 
The  great,  the  high,  of  but  a  yesterday  ? 
Did  monarch  down  his  rod  of  empire  lay  ? 
The  rich  forsake  his  wealth  ?     The  heart  and 

mind, 

Godlike,  expire,  and  beauty  fair  decay  ? 
Yea,  all  obeyed  the  mandate  that  consigned 
To  dust,  and  earthly  fame  in  death  resigned. 

And  shall  these  "  mighty  but  all  hushed  "  arise, 

And  one  loud  trumpet  call  at  last  obey  ? 

And  where  the  Arbiter  of  destinies 

Keeps  His  high  court,  appear,  and  pass  away 

To  the  bright  realms  of  everlasting  day, 

Or  fail  such  recompense  of  life  to  gain  ? 
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Shall  these,  with  humble  and  despised,  lay 
The  harvest  of  their  years,  or  chaff  or  grain, 
Down  at  His  feet  with  joy,  or  bitter  pain  ? 

Yes,  so  our  mortal  years  to  judgment  haste, 

And  rich  and  poor  alike,  and  great  and  mean, 

Attain  or  lose  the  heritage  at  last 

Of  noble  souls.     What  men  on  earth  have  been 

In  the  outgoings  of  the  heart  unseen, 

The  secret  thought  and  love,  the  purpose  high, 

The  ambition  to  be  true,  the  faith  serene 

In  stress,  alone  make  rich,  when  naked  lie 

Their  real  selves  to  God's  all-seeing  eye. 

Then  Thou  most  merciful,  Who,  when  we  err, 
In  Thy  abounding  grace  forgivest  all 
Our  sin  confessed,  inspiring  holier 
Desires  within,  upraising  those  who  fall ; 
Hear  now  our  prayers — and  as  on  Thee  we  call, 
Pardon,  renew,  and  keep  in  wisdom's  way. 
And  what  Thou  wiliest  shall  no  faith  appall 
Thou  kindlest ;  even  the  last  decay 
Will  be  the  opening  life  of  endless  day. 

'Tis  evening,  and  the  western  light  burns  low 
As  the  slow  passing  sun  descends  in  fire 
To  gild  remoter  realms,  and  darkness  slow 
Creeps  over  all,  until  the  faint  desire 
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Of  Day  does  in  the  arms  of  Night  expire. 
Soft    voices   sound    from    out   the    gathering 

gloom, 

They  are  the  voices  of  an  angel  choir  ; 
Eternal  rays  familiar  forms  illume, 
Which  linger  near  within  my  quiet  room. 

One  truth  'tis  given  all  to  know  and  learn  : 
At  golden  noon  there  shines  no  radiant  star, 
For  light  intenser  than  its  own  does  burn 
From  the  sun's  nearer  orb.     What  lies  afar 
Is  quenched  by  what  is  near  ;   fresh  glories  are 
Unveiled  when  night  descends.     The  upward 

eye 
Greets    then   one   jewelled   field    of    heavens 

bare  : 

The  worlds  unseen  by  day  are  thus  made  nigh, 
And  night  unfolds  their  secret  majesty. 

And  so  in  the  calm  even  when  alone, 

And  eyes  are  shaded  from  the  lights  that  break 

Too  full  upon  them,  our  life's  sky  is  strewn 

With  holy  stars,  some  truths  forgotten  make 

Themselves  more  near  and  felt,  and  we  partake 

Of  high  communion  with  the  world  unknown. 

'Tis  good  that  man  may  for  awhile  forsake 

The  temporal  for  the  eternal  zone 

And  hear,  too,  voices  of  the  loved  ones  gone. 
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Yes,  stars  of  heavenly  ray  are  oft  revealed, 
Gleaming  in  the  deep  firmament  beyond 
When  the  world's  glare,  which  for  a  while 

concealed, 

Has  passed  away,  and  evening  shades  surround. 
'Twixt  dark  and  light  there  is  a  blessed  bond, 
And  toil  and  rest ;  and  now  at  close  of  day 
'Neath  starry  skies  I  am  on  hallowed  ground. 
All,  all  is  hushed,  and  clear,  not  far  away 
Soft  voices  speak  ;  I  list  to  what  they  say. 

"  There  treasured  up  for  thee  is  more  than  love 
And  hope  imagine:  earth  cannot  picture  heaven: 
Too  far  the  span  that  does  its  bliss  remove, 
Farther  than  brightest  noon  from  deepest  even, 
Than  east  from  west,  thy  worth  from  what  is 

given. 

Such  altitude  of  joy  is  promised  thee 
Surpassing  thought,  when  to  that  haven  driven 
By  dissolution's  breath.     Thy  heaven  shall  be 
Love  in  possession  through  eternity. 

"  Be  strong,  oh  heart,  and  from  all  mourning 

cease  ! 

They  are  not  far  whom  thou  hast  loved  awhile  ; 
But  waiting  in  the  fold  of  heavenly  peace 
For  thee,  who  still  must  here  endure  and  toil, 
And  bravely  live  thy  life,  till  angels  smile 
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To   greet   thee  there,  when  all  the  conflict's 

past, 

Nor  tears  bedim,  nor  stains  of  earth  defile 
The  glories  of  that  perfect  life  at  last, 
Where   summer  reigns,  and    wails    no  wintry 

blast." 

And  with  those  gone  before  who  live  in  light, 

I  gather  up  and  bear  in  memory 

Those  human  hearts  which  with  my  own  unite 

In  true  affection,  evermore  to  be 

My  own  in  life  and  immortality. 

And  now  I  think  of  them,  for  they  are  near, 

And  now  I  speak  to  them  and  they  to  me. 

They  hallow  time  and  task,  inspire  and  cheer 

My  onward  way  :  such  bonds  to  earth  are  dear. 

How  hushed  the  scene  !     The  birds  have  gone 

to  sleep, 

And  ceased  their  songs ;  through  the  interstices 
Of  the  near  trees  soft  silver  lights  now  creep, 
Caressing  the  cool  grass ;    a  gentle  breeze 
Finds  many  harps  for  Nature's  lullabies 
In  spreading  oak  and  drooping  willow  round  ; 
The  flowers,  as  if  grown  pensive,  close  their 

eyes 

And  think  of  morn,  when  o'er  the  dewy  ground 
They  shall  awake  to  reign,  with  beauty  crowned. 
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Oh  blessed  calm  ;  would  such  deep  peace  were 

mine 

Within  my  soul,  all  tumult  and  unrest 
Were  made  to  cease  in  stillness  so  divine  ! 
Oh  holy  Peace,  enter  and  be  my  guest, 
For  in  the  world  full  many  cares  molest 
And  rob  men  of  thy  joy  ;  and  yet  One  knows 
'Tis  ours  with  thy  great  blessing  to  be  blest. 
So  grant,  oh  Lord,  the  unquiet  heart  repose 
And  lead  to  light  from  darkness  of  life's  woes  ! 

A  volume  lies  before  me — the  remains 
Of  one  who  sleeps  'neath  the  Italian  skies, 
Whose  deepest  blue,  unsullied,  free  from  stains, 
Seems  yet  to  consecrate  the  dust  that  lies 
Where  flowers  bloom  in  fragrant  companies, 
And  drooping  foliage  murmurs  in  the  wind, 
Like  requiems  soft,  or  slow,  sad  litanies. 
Alas !  that  death  so  soon  to  earth  consigned, 
And  quenched  the  glories  of  that  soaring  mind. 

Sad  were  thy  mortal  years  as  they  were  few  ; 
But  in  their  closing  hours  of  clouding  pain 
One  ministered  with  tender  hands,  a  true 
And  faithful  friend,   whose   love  was   not  in 

vain 
Though  late  bestowed,  when  the  cold  grave  her 

chain 
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Had  forged  about  th.ee,  which  no  love  could 

break. 

Severn,  all  praise  !  who  spurned  the  hope  of  gain 
And  sacrificed  thyself  for  love's  dear  sake  ; 
Thy  art,  his  dying  hours  more  sweet  to  make. 

Lone  watcher  by  the  solitary  bed 
Of  genius  wrestling  with  the  body  frail 
For  liberty  to  her  own  fountain-head 
To  rise,  and  live  and  shine  within  the  veil 
Eternal ;  through  sleepless  nights  with  pale 
And  anxious  face  the  struggle  bending  o'er, 
Till  there  is  peace,  and  kindred  spirits  hail 
Thy  poet  loved  on  their  remoter  shore, 
From  tears  and  death,  to  life  for  evermore. 

Oh  Friendship  rare,  and  worthy  to  be  praised, 
Not  unremembered  in  oblivion  deep. 
'Tis  fit  some  grateful  voice  should  be  upraised, 
That  generations  yet  unborn  might  keep 
The  same  in  memory.     The  years  may  onward 

sweep, 
And  change  and  death  swift  follow  in  their 

train  ; 

Yet  such  recorded  acts  in  brightness  peep 
From  out  eternity,  and  still  remain 
As  once  they  thrilled,  to  thrill  men's  hearts 

again. 
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Thou  shouldst  be  living  now,  and  still  thy  song 
Be  heard,  oh  Keats,  but  hushed  is  now  thy  lyre  ' 
And  as  we  wander  thy  late  fields  among, 
Of  summer  gold,  or  autumn  sere  with  fire, 
Through  gardens  fair  of  flowers  in  rich  attire, 
Or  gaze  upon  the  pomp  of  morn  and  even, 
All  beauteous,  living  things  of  earth  conspire 
With  all  the  glories  of  the  radiant  heaven 
To  swell  our  loss  of  thee,  a  voice  God-given  ! 

A  winged  Spirit  passed  through  every  realm 
The  Truth  interpreting,  and  it  was  thine. 
And  where  thy  piercing  light  did  overwhelm 
Men  saw  and  knew  and  loved.     Thy  art  divine 
A  brighter  glow  casts  o'er  the  dull  outline 
Of  earth  and  sea,  and  the  dim  storied  past 
Of  myth  forgotten  does  more  clearly  shine, 
Till  Death  in  thee  is  Life.     The  power  thou 

hast 
Of  song  remains,  and  shall  our  years  outlast. 

Not  "  writ  in  water  "  was  thy  name,  oh  Keats  ! 
Time  has  not  justified  the  mournful  word  ; 
For  the  sweet  voice  of  Nature  still  repeats, 
In  every  carol  of  the  sportive  bird, 
And  every  sound  of  leafy  branches  stirred, 
Thy  name  ;  whilst  budding  flowers  and  rippling 
streams, 
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All  beauty  seen,  and  jocund  music  heard 
In  the  bright  visions  of  thy  waking  dreams, 
Thy  fame  declares  who  loved  these  kindred 
themes. 

And  in  the  love  of  thee  I  still  abide. 

In  earlier  years  I  sought  thy  fountain  deep 

Of  silver  waters,  and  was  satisfied. 

And  now  fair  thoughts  still  into  glory  peep 

When  I  am  with  thee.     Now,  as  then,  I  rearp 

A  harvest  of  true  joy  where  thou  didst  sow, 

And   love  thy  haunts  where  lithesome  fairies 

leap. 
The  tones  that  charmed  me  then,  they  charm 

me  now, 
The  same  soft  winds  that  fanned  my  brow 

still  blow. 

Friend  of  my  earlier  and  later  years, 
All  thanks  for  this  rich  fellowship  with  thee. 
And  that  my  tribute  in  dull  verse  appears 
So  far  unworthy,  thou  wilt  pardon  me, 
A  humble  lover  of  thy  poesy 
Who  cannot  claim  the  flowering  bay  of  fame, 
Nor  yet  on  eagle's  wing  with  steadfast  eye 
Ascend  and  scale  the  gold  and  crimson  flame 
Of  heaven  with  thee,  and  worthier  breathe  thy 
name. 


An  Old  Story  Retold 
I 

O  BROTHER  man,  with  heart  to  feel,  here 
stay  thy  steps  and  give 
The  tribute  of  a  tender  thought  to  one  who 

used  to  live 
Within  the  shadow  of  this  Church  in  days  long 

since  bygone, 
Who    toiled    and    wrought,    without    reward, 

unrecognised,  unknown. 
Pass  through  the  door  that  open  calls,  and  in 

the  sacred  place 
Look  till  thou  find'st,  in  sculptured  stone,  a 

matchless  form  and  face, 
His  chisel's  work,  his  monument,  his  title  to  a 

fame 
Bestowed  when  he,  poor,  friendless,  filled  a  grave 

without  a  name. 
A  simple  tale  of  other  years  that  sacred  marble 

tells 
Of  sorrowing,  of  faithful  love, — love  that  e'en 

death  compels 
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To  yield  from  out  its  withering  grasp  an  image 

to  endure, 
That  gives  the  strength  to  place  it  there,  the 

art  unerring,  sure. 

Whilst  yet  the  sound  of  many  hands  plying 

their  crafts  most  skilled 
Was  heard  within  this  Minster's  walls — whilst 

yet  its  space  was  filled 
With  busy  noise  from  those  that  build,  there 

came  an  aged  man 
Who  begged  that  he  might  something  do,  nor 

told  his  scheme  or  plan. 
Let  him  but  choose  his  lowly  work ;  he  thankful 

for  the  task 
Thus  self-imposed,  would  labour  on,  and  for  no 

wages  ask. 
The  master-workman  spake  to  him  with  anger 

in  his  tone 
Nor  wist  he  how  the  other  pled — with  tears 

from  deeps  unknown. 
"  Begone  !   so  old,  what  canst  thou  do,  but  mar 

and  spoil  whate'er 
Thou  touchest  here  ?  Thy  eye  is  dim,  and  shakes 

thy  hand  ;  no  share 
Can  be  for  thee  with  us  in  toil  to  rear  such 

masonry 
As  shall  be  shrine  most  glorious  for  ages  yet  to  be: 
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Where  pilgrim  hearts  shall  find  their  rest,  the 

peace  of  Christ  and  heaven. 
Begone  !  nor  ask  presumptuously  such  privilege 

be  given  !  " 
The  old  man  sighed  at  this  rebuke  and  turned 

his  steps  away ; 
Not  undistinguished  was  his  mien,  as  if  a  better 

day 
He  once  had  known,  and  his  thin  face  a  look  of 

suffering  bore, 
For  such  as  he  the  hope  alone  of  brighter  days 

before 
An  angel  is  to  mitigate  the  present  smart  of 

grief, 
Pointing  to  realms  where  sorrowing  hearts  may 

find  a  sure  relief. 
Again  he  came,  and  yet  again,  making  insistent 

plea 

Till  ceased  resistance  at  the  stress  of  impor- 
tunity. 
"  Then  go  to  work,  but  only  there,  in  that 

remoter  place 
Where  none  shall  see  what  is  amiss  and  thy  sad 

bungling  trace," 
The  master  said,  and  so  dismissed  the  stranger 

to  his  sphere 
Obscure  enough,  yea,  almost  hid,  by  clerestory 

near. 
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Whilst  others  toiled,  so  toiled  he,  and  none  had 

care  or  thought 
To  learn  his  name,  and  how  he  fared,  at  what 

he  patient  wrought. 
To  him,  absorbed  in  labour  sweet,  no  kindly 

word  was  said  : 
He  came  and  went  with  feeble  steps,  each  day 

accomplished 
Some  part  assigned  till  perfected  his  humble 

work  should  be, 
And  he,  the  worker,  pass  away  from  sight  and 

memory. 

There  came  a  day  when  he  was  missed  at  the 

accustomed  hour, 
And  chill  neglect  became  concern  as  strange 

they  missed  the  power 
Of  his  presence  now  they  saw  him  not,  un- 

guessed  the  reason  why, 

So  faithful  he,  so  punctual,  in  his  high  ministry. 
And   so   they   sought   and   found   him   there 

devoted  to  the  last 
To  the  work  his  heart  and  hand  had  found  ere 

life  itself  had  passed, 
Still  grasping  firm  the  tools  much  worn  that 

shaped  the  face  above 
So  wondrous  fair,  for  men  to  see — the  face  of 

youth  and  love. 


88  FERSES 

They  marked  the  look  ineffable  as  if,  in  heaven's 

light, 
To  him  had  come  his  loved  and  lost — too  much 

the  glorious  sight. 
His  task  was  done,  no  more  his  heart  should 

mourn  and  feel  alone 
And  solace  find  in  still  and  cold  companionship 

of  stone. 

And  ever  when  the  sun's  bright  beams,  shining 

through  windows  stained, 
Illuminate  the  wondrous  face,  all  that  his  art 

attained 
Of  perfect  form  there  throws  its   spell   o'er 

gazing  heart  and  eye. 

Men  look  until  the  marble  seems  to  have  vitality! 
Soul-wrought,  that  face  and  form  appeal  to 

souls  that  linger  near 
Awhile  within  the  Minster's  walls,  and  speak  of 

a  passion  dear 
In  the  heart  of  one  for  a  life  beloved  laid  'neath 

the  quiet  sod, 
And  a  yearning  satisfied  beyond,  in  Life  and 

Love  and  God. 
Immortal  Hope,  here  fix  thy  seal,  when  Death 

itself  is  past, 
There  is  a  Home  where  loved  ones  meet  for  each 

and  all  at  last. 
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II 


'fTT^WAS  in  the  town  of  Florence  old 
X        In  the  days  of  long  ago 

There  lived  a  man  of  courage  bold — 
A  saint  on  earth  below. 

Savonarola  was  his  name, 

Honoured  of  men  to-day. 
His  earnest  spirit  was  a  flame 

Kindling  with  wrath  alway 

'Gainst  falsehood  and  deceit  and  wrong. 

Hypocrisy  grew  pale, 
Cowered  at  the  lashings  of  his  tongue 

And  shame-faced  fled  the  flail ; 

Whilst  languid  Truth  upraised  her  head, 
Her  eyes  bedimmed  grew  bright, 

And  Righteousness  took  heart  and  spread 
Abroad  her  winsome  light. 

Great  was  his  name  and  great  his  fame, 

This  prophet  of  the  Lord, 
Who  flinched  not  at  reproach  or  blame, 

And  fearless  preached  the  Word. 
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Tis  told  of  him  he  sought  a  thing 

Wondrous  to  Florence  all, 
To  nobler  life  its  youth  to  bring  ; 

That  they  heard,  obeyed  his  call. 

Sore  grieved  was  he  at  heart  to  find 

Boys  and  girls  in  the  street, 
Ungoverned,  riotous,  unkind-— 

In  evil  swift  their  feet. 

Like  a  plague  they  harassed  the  town, 

Met  in  undisciplined  bands, 
Oaths  from  their  unclean  lips  flung  down, 

Sticks  and  stones  in  their  hands. 

And  often  the  magistrates  tried 

To  cure  the  ill  and  failed  : 
Punished  and  threatened,  still  the  tide 

Of  lawless  life  prevailed. 

And  whereto  this  evil  would  tend 
None  knew,  nor  even  guessed  ; 

When  came  in  their  midst  a  friend, 
Patient  love  in  his  breast. 

He  won  them  and  taught  them  to  sing 

In  place  of  their  ribald  song, 
Hymns  and  praises  to  Heaven's  King, 

And  trained  the  unskilled  throng, 
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Till  sweet  their  voices  did  blend 

In  glorious  harmony ; 
Whilst  he  urged  the  claims  of  their  Friend 

On  high  to  their  loyalty. 

Then  set  he  a  day  apart, 

The  day  of  days  to  come, 
When  they  should  sing  with  one  glad  heart 

'Neath  the  Cathedral  dome  : 

When  Florence — her  citizens  there — 

Should  listen  to  their  song 
And  he,  Savonarola,  bear 

A  message  to  the  throng. 

At  last  comes  the  festival  hour  ; 

The  crowds  of  Florence  fare 
Forth  to  the  Minster,  for  the  flower 

Of  their  youth  is  gathering  there. 

Soon  the  Cathedral  vast  is  filled  ; 

The  famous  preacher  saw 
His  white-robed  choir  of  children  stilled 

Each  with  a  solemn  awe. 

He  looked  upon  an  audience  such 

As  strangely  moved  his  heart. 
He  rose  'mid  a  hush  ;   at  his  touch 

The  chords  of  music  start 
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Into  sound — but  than  harp's  more  sweet 

As  tuneful  voices  are  : 
They  sang  around  the  Saviour's  feet. 

With  them  He — not  afar. 

They  ceased,  and  the  messenger  spake 

'Mid  the  stillness  following, 
And  pleaded  with  men  to  forsake 

Their  evil  wantoning. 

"  Sweet  the  beauty  of  holiness, 
Dear  the  transforming  grace, 

Cleansing  the  heart  of  sinfulness, 
Christ  bestows  on  our  race. 

"  Seek  it,  oh  soul  outcast  by  sin, 

Turn  thy  face  to  the  Day, 
The  Saviour  Christ  shall  take  thee  in 

And  wash  thy  sins  away. 

"  These  children  your  angels  shine 
Whom  once  you  knew  so  wild  : 

They,  called  to  the  life  divine, 
Came,  and  are  undefiled. 

"  Let  them  lead  you  to  better  lives 
Of  naught  but  sin  bereaven  ; 

Fathers,  mothers,  husbands  and  wives 
Your  children  follow  to  Heaven  !  " 
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The  fount  of  tears  was  opened  then 

In  many  hardened  souls, 
And  men  and  women  wept,  as  when 

God's  Spirit  moves,  controls, 

So  breaking  up  the  inward  deep, 

To  bring  more  blessed  calm 
Than  the  calm  of  a  guilty  sleep, — 

A  peace  devoid  of  harm. 

The  service  over,  the  message  given, 
Friend  spake  to  friend  and  said, 

"  Methought  the  place  was  just  like  Heaven 
And  Christ's  hand  on  my  head  !  " 


Contentment 

NO  beauteous  shells  upon  life's  shore 
By  some  poor  souls  are  found, 
No  princely  gifts,  for  which  they  love  the  more, 
In  praise  the  more  abound. 

They  mourn  a  lot  so  little  blest, 

And  of  their  state  complain. 
Check  the  like  murmur,  thou  !  be  thankful  lest 

Some  gift  come  not  again. 

Some  gift  received  and  valued  not  : 

Not  empty  is  thy  cup  : 
And  if  thou  thinkest  hard  this  present  lot, 

Some  blessings  count  thou  up. 

Not  all  thou  couldst  desire  thine  own  ? 

Health,  love  thou  hast  :   what  more  ? 
A  mind  to  think,  a  soul  to  feel,  alone 

A  precious,  goodly  store ; 

An  eye,  the  beauty  of  thy  God 

In  His  fair  works,  to  see  ; 
A  life,  to  find  at  last  the  blest  abode 

Of  Immortality. 

94 


CONTENTMENT  95 

Or  be  it  otherwise  with  thee, 

No  favoured  path  to  trace  : 
It  is  enough  that  such  on  earth,  may  be 

In  Heaven  of  foremost  place. 

How  oft  His  ways,  beyond  all  thought, 

Our  feeble  sense  would  know, 
And  solve  the  mysteries  so  closely  wrought 

In  human  lives  below. 

And  failing  blindly  to  perceive 

His  wisdom's  purpose  here, 
Who  should  be  true  to  Him,  and  still  believe 

Give  way  to  doubt  and  fear. 

Why,  child,  so  little  knowing,  stray, 

Whose  Father  knows  the  road  ? 
They  lose  themselves  no  more  who,  trusting,  say 

"  I  hold  the  hand  of  God." 

To  light  He  leads,  to  perfect  light, 
Where  bloom  our  perished  flowers, 

And  eyes  that  saw  not — then,  in  glory  bright, 
Interpret  Life's  dark  hours. 

So  let  me  praise  Thee  when  the  morn 

Breaks  on  my  opening  eyes, 
And  let  the  love  I  would  not  stint,  be  borne 

To  Thee,  most  just  and  wise. 
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Still  let  me  praise  Thee  when  calm  even 

Ends  one  more  little  day  ; 
And  let  Thy  nearer  Presence  make  my  heaven, 

And  take  my  sins  away. 

Oh  treasure  in  Thy  Heart  my  name, 

Unworthy  though  I  be  ; 
From  error's  night  my  wandering  feet  reclaim 

And  guide  and  succour  me. 

Fulfilled  this  pilgrimage  of  years 

Each  earthly  conflict  through, 
Grant,  to  the  lowly  one  Thy  smile  now  cheers, 

To  know,  Thy  love  is  true. 


"  And  now  Abideth  Faith."— St.  <Paul 

BLEST    words,    whose    music     falls     un- 
ceasingly 

Upon  the  often  sense-bound  ears  of  men  ; 
Not  as  the  sound  of  voice  or  instrument 
Heard  for  a  little  time  and  dying  then  ; 
But  as  a  strain  eternal  from  afar 
Flung  from  the  chords  of  life 
To  us  who  mortal  are. 

Oh,  let  me  listen  once  again  to  thee 

Who  speakest  thus,  and  evermore  shalt  speak 

So  long  as  beats  this  human  heart  on  earth, 

So  long  as  God  its  pure  affections  seek  ; 

And  let  that  light  upon  my  pathway  shine 

In  mist-dispersing  beams 

From  the  same  source  divine. 

"  Faith  is  the  evidence  of  things  not  seen, 
The  substance  of  things  hoped  for,"  thus  the 

page 
Of  inspiration  speaks ;   experience  all 
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Is  its  interpreter  in  every  age. 
Eye  may  not  see,  ear  hear  not,  and  the  hand 
Touch  not  the  garment  of  the  living  God, 
Nor  subtlest  mind  His  nature  understand. 

Yet  by  the  inward  and  diviner  sense, 
The  reverence  of  the  spirit  which  may  soar 
Beyond  the  barriers  of  the  seen  and  known 
And  enter  through  Faith's  ever  open  door, 
All-blest  we  know,  and  now  possess  and  hold 
A  heritage  eternal  and  sublime 
Of  wisdom,  truth  and  glory  manifold. 

Faith  is  the  soul's  recumbency  on  God, 
The  firm  persuasion  that  He  lives  and  loves  ; 
Whilst  unbelief  on  nothing  leans  save  self, 
Treacherous  as  sand,  Faith's  steadfast  rock  ne'er 

moves, 

And,  in  the  ebb  and  flow  of  years, 
Triumphant  stands,  a  refuge  and  a  rest 
Where  end   our  questionings    and    cease   our 

fears. 

Faith  is  the  evidence  of  things  not  seen, 
For  God  is  seen  by  its  all-powerful  aid  ; 
His  glories  shine  where'er  the  eye  may  turn, 
He  stands    revealed   in    all  His    Hands  have 
made  : 
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In  the  far-kindling  star,  and  in  the  sun's  first 

gold 

In  which 'tis  lost,  and  in  the  earth  and  sea 
And  in  the  flowers  that  gorgeous  robes  unfold. 

Not  seen  the  Hand,  and  yet  its  artistry 

Is  in  the  sky,  and  in  star  clusters  shining, 

In  all  the  mystery  of  light  and  shade 

Which  makes  the  pomp  of  dawn,  and  day's 

declining  : 

These  the  expressions  of  His  perfect  Mind 
Whose  all-creative  Power,  unresting  Love 
Are  faith-discerned,  whilst  unbelief  is  blind. 


The    Bible 

THOU  Book  of  books,  to-day, 
As  through  the  centuries  that  are  no 
more 

Holding  thy  regal  sway, 
God's  gift  beneficent  of  heavenly  lore, 
O'er  human  mind  and  heart — all  thanks  for  thee, 
Most  precious  and  eternal  Word  of  Deity. 

Thy  sacred  page  defies 

Craft  of  destructive  art,  and  Time's  slow  blight 

Of  sure  decay,  that  lies 

On  all  things  human  and  of  human  might ; 

Beyond  Death's  ruin  stands  thy  witness  clear 

To  generations  testifying — "  God  is  here  !  " 

In  Nature's  works  around 
Himself,  the  great  Creator,  has  made  known ; 
Wisdom  and  Art  profound 
Declare  His  glory  and  the  world  His  own  ; 
But  thine  the  language  of  the  spoken  Word ; 
The    Father    speaks — His    Voice    is    in    thine 
accents  heard. 

100 


THE  BIBLE  101 

Water  of  Life,  deep  well 

Quenching  the  thirst  of  every  longing  soul 

With  life  unspeakable. 

Here  drink  the  faint,  the  sick,  and  are  made 

whole  ! 

Life-giving  power  abundant  flows  from  thee 
And  frequent  draughts  give  health  and  im- 
mortality. 

Exhaustless  Bread  of  Heaven, 

Undeserved  bounty  of  the  Infinite 

To  finite  creatures  given  : 

In  thee  they  live,  thou  art  their  life  and  light. 

Each  earthly  satisfaction  swiftly  flies, 

Thine  is  a  heritage  of  good  that  never  dies. 

Still  shines  thy  guiding  light 
When  lights  on  other  altars  have  grown  dim 
And  died  into  the  night. 

They  kindled  were  by  man,  but  thou  by  Him, 
So  thy  clear  flame,  exhaustless,  still  burns  on, 
Because   the    unveiled   truth    of    the    Eternal 
One. 

The  friend  of  all  thou  art, 

Precious  and  sweet  alike  to  great  and  mean, 

And  of  their  lives  a  part, 

Opening  the  portal  of  the  world  unseen. 
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In  communing  with  thee  they  learn  to  live, 
And  wisdom  blest,  true  joy  and  endless  life 
receive. 

The  young  whose  childhood's  years 

Are  bright  and  fragrant  as  the  morning  rose, 

The  aged  whose  passing  nears, 

Who  soon  within  God's  acre  shall  repose, 

Thy  pages  teach  both  how  to  live  and  die — 

To  link  a  life,  or  day,  to  blest  Eternity. 

'Mid  the  unceasing  strife 
They  all  must  know  who  here  aspire  to  be 
Like  Christ,  of  holier  life, 
And  from  a  sinful  world's  defilements  free, 
Thou  art  a  sure  defence  ;   they  victors  are 
Who  strong  in  faith,  equipped  with   thee,  go 
forth  to  war. 


An    Aspiration 

TEACH   us,    oh.   Lord,  Thy   blessings    to 
receive 

With  grateful  hearts,  and  evermore  to  give 
To  Thee  the  best  devotion  of  our  years  ! 
Deliver  us  from  blighting  doubts  and  fears, 
The  doubts  that  dull  the  brightness  of  Thy 

Face, 
The  fears  that  hinder  peace  and  numb  Thy 

Grace. 

But  foremost,  save  us  from  ingratitude. 
And  be  our  hearts  with  thankfulness  endued. 
While  others  murmur,  sullenly  repine 
O'er  fortune  changed,  then  with  a  faith  more 

fine, 

A  love  more  deep,  may  we  still  clasp  Thy  Hand, 
Assured  our  way  is  all  in  wisdom  planned. 

Oh  wondrous  way,  trod  by  the  Saviour's  feet, 
And  oft  since  trod,  narrow  and  straight,  yet 

sweet, 
Sweet  with  the  breath  that  comes  from  heaven's 

fields, 
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Safe    with    the    Presence    that    from    danger 

shields. 

Shall  we  not  tread  it,  whatsoe'er  the  cross  ? 
Shall  we  forsake  it,  whatsoe'er  the  loss  ? 
Teach  us,  oh  Lord,  lest  we  so  foolish  be, 
And  lose  our  crown  of  Immortality. 


The  Highest  Service 

THERE  is  a  joy  divine  in  service  given 
To  the  cause  of  truth,  and  righteousness, 

and  heaven  ; 

A  nobler  exercise  there  cannot  be 
Than  effort  made  to  help  humanity. 
Our  lives,  if  filled  with  actions  pure  and  kind 
And  earnest  love  of  truth  combined, 
Shall  others  touch,  unconsciously  refine, 
And  sinful  natures  make  divine. 
The  rose  diffuses  its  rich  fragrance  wide, 
And  we,  who  in  close  fellowship  abide, 
May  bear  a  fragrance  like  the  flower — 
An  influence  that  will  kindle  latent  power 
In  those  around  us,  who,  by  earth  tied  down, 
Know   not   the   sweetness   of   the   Christian's 

crown, 
Nor  yet  the  joy  of  serving  God  below. 


Finem   Respice 

ALL  finer  things  the  Lord  of  heaven  does 
call 

To  their  perfection  slowly  :  first  the  bud, 
Then  rainbow  hues  upon  the  petals  fall, 
And  the  full  flower  gives  forth  its  heavy  load 
Of  fragrance  mingling  with  the  summer  air, 
Yet  in  the  bud  that  glorious  life  was  there. 

As  strains  of  music  that  in  union  merge 
And  swell  to  full  and  perfect  symphony, 
So  all  the  joys  and  hopes  of  life  converge 
And  find  in  Thee  their  full-toned  harmony. 
Blest — ah  more  blest  the  life  which  is  to  come, 
Than  that  which  is — for  we  are  far  from  home. 

As  some  small  stream  that  flows  from  mountain 

side 

Rushes,  with  gathered  strength  and  noisy  roar, 
To  the  calm  bosom  of  the  ocean's  tide, 
Where  all  its  tumult  and  unrest  are  o'er, 
So  on  the  currents  of  our  being  flow 
To  life  and  peace  no  present  lot  can  know. 
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GLORY  and  loveliness 
Are  with  us  still ; 
The  light  is  none  the  less 
Bright  on  the  hill ; 
The  flower,  still  fair  of  hue, 
Its  fragrance  yields  ; 
The  sun,  from  heaven's  blue, 
Shines  on  enamelled  fields. 

The  lark  its  carol  clear 

Still  pours  aloft ; 

The  nightingale  more  near 

Its  treble  soft. 

Still  mirrors  the  unclouded  sky 

The  peaceful  stream, 

And  life  and  immortality 

Still  with  rich  beauties  gleam. 

It  is  but  ours  to  love, 

To  hope  unto  the  last, 

And  when  most  deep  our  sorrows  prove, 

Be  strong  till  they  are  past. 
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Despair  not — never  so  sweetly  shines 
The  radiant  sun  as  after  blackest  night, 

Never  so  deep  heaven's  blue, 

Never  so  bright  flower's  hue, 

Never  so  clear  thy  view 

As  after  rain  and  storm. 
Our  life,  as  joy  and  sorrow  intertwine 
Its  frail  fast-ebbing  strands, 
Interpreted  by  Love  is  ever  right, 
The  evolution  of  its  blest  design. 
With  life  more  perfect  grown 
Within  its  moulding  hands, 
Back  on  some  earthly  plight 
When  Love  was  undiscerned,  unknown, 
We  oft  may  look  and  praise. 


To  the  Skylark 

IN  the  far  realms  of  heaven's  unclouded  light, 
Beyond  the  vision  of  our  searching  eye, 
In  the  calm  peace  of  the  serener  height 
To  which  thou  springest  with  thy  minstrelsy, 
Thou  happy  art,  and  thy  full  happiness 
O'erflows  in  numbers  sweet  and  shadowless  : 

O'erflows  to  us  on  earth,  who  cannot  rise 
To  the  far  regions  thou  canst  call  thine  own, 
And  share  the  radiance  of  thy  native  skies, 
Nor  the  deep  stillness  of  that  ampler  zone  ; 
As  if  thou  didst  desire  some  gift  to  throw 
Of  life  diviner  on  the  world  below  ! 

What  passion,  merry  warbler,  may  be  thine  ? 
Of  love,  what  ecstasy  thy  being  fills  ? 
What  raptures  of  the  earth  and  sky  entwine 
About  thy  heart  ?     What  hope,  what  memory 

thrills  ? 

Surely  thou  art  not  dust,  and  dust  alone, 
Or  wouldst  thou  sing  not  songs  of  so  melodious 

tone. 
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Mounting  in  rapture  on  enchanted  wing, 

With  eye  undazzled  by  the  glowing  ray, 

A  thing  of  light  and  joy  unsorr owing, 

Spurning  the  night  with  song  at  waking  day  : — 

Art  thou  an  emblem  unto  mortals  given 

Of  flight,  at  last,  to  their  appointed  heaven  ? 

Yea,  messenger  of  life,  thou  speakest  more  ! 
How  chains  to  earth  may  break,  and  souls  be 

free 

Which,  on  the  wings  of  faith,  have  learnt  to  soar 
Above  its  turmoil,  care  and  misery  ; 
How  shadows,  that  surround  amid  the  throng, 
May  clear  and  pass  before  one  holy  song. 

Thy  nest  is  here,  thy  heart  imprisoned  not  : 
No  home  enchains  thee,  save  for  one  brief  space 
Of  rest,  when,  wearied  with  thy  happier  lot, 
Thou  seek'st  on  earth  a  passing  dwelling-place. 
Thou  fallest  but  to  rise,  refreshed  again, 
And  pour  thy  music  forth  in  richer  strain. 

Like  cloud  that  floats  upon  the  limpid  blue, 
Or  glancing  light  upon  a  mountain  peak 
Seen  when  the  higher  mists  that  hid  the  view 
Have  parted  for  an  instant,  thee  we  seek  ; 
Or  like  the  snowy  crest  of  ocean  wave, 
Thou  risest,  sinkest,  creature  blithe  and  brave  ! 


TO  THE  SKYLARK  in 

j's  opening  buds  thy  tremulous  music  feel, 
And  flowers  expand  as  if  the  bliss  to  share  ; 
The  spirit  of  thy  gladness  does  reveal 
Itself  in  all  things  beautiful  and  fair  ; 
Nature  has  caught  the  joyance  of  thy  voice, 
And  echoes  thy  full  praise — rejoice  !   rejoice  ! 

Not  less  sweet  influence  o'er  the  hearts  of  men, 
Alien  to  thy  pure  air  and  greenest  fields, 
Too  strange,  alas,  to  thy  remoter  ken 
And  the  blest  sanctities  such  freedom  yields, 
Is  thine  :  he  hears  thy  heaven-born  melody, 
And  is  made  glad,  without  satiety. 

From  chilling  winter  of  his  doubts  and  fears 
Thou  callest  him — "  Look,  troubled  soul,  away 
Where  summer  reigns  for  ever,  and  appears 
Each  ripened  hope  in  gold  of  cloudless  day  : 
Where  all  for  which  thou  yearn'st  of  highest  good 
May  be  possessed,  thy  way  all  understood  !  " 

Oh  happy,  happy  bird  !   to  thee  belongs 

Nor  fear,  nor  care,  nor  grief  :  the  things  which 

mar 

And  make  some  discord  in  our  sweetest  songs 
Thou  knowest  not,  where  light  and  glory  are  : 
The  present  all — the  future  naught  to  thee, 
Not  asking  aught,  but  just  content  to  be. 


A   Sea  Picture 

BY  the  lone  sea,  breaking  on  lonelier  shore, 
'Neath  the  wide  heaven  and  burning  stars, 
'Midst  Nature  calm  and  still ;  as  if,  all  tumult  o'er, 
In  deep  and  perfect  rest,  not  to  be  broken  more, 
The  silent  world  must  lie,  a  part  of  thee,  its  God, 
Who  knowest  not  the  strife  of  men's  abode  ; 
By  the  lone  sea  breaking  on  lonelier  shore, 
'Neath  the  wide  heaven  and  burning  stars, 
The  pale  moon  shining  soft  with  borrowed  light, 
Clothing,  with  mantle  of  silver  lustre,  Night ; 
My  thoughts  engaged  in  this  soliloquy  : 
"  Hearken,  thou  dim-lit,  moaning  Sea, 
Whose  surges  break  upon  the  level  shore, 
Supreme  in  freedom  and  immensity, 
In  glassy  calm  or  tempest's  roar 
Sublime  !     Who  gave  thee  open  door 
To  every  realm  whereon  thy  waters  roll 
In  mountains  green,  whose  crested  snow 
Breaks  in  fine  showers  of  silvery  spray  ? 
Who  fixed  thy  limits  from  the  pole  to  pole, 
Controlled  thy  wanderings  in  the  long  ago, 
And  now  controls  to-day  ? 
Who  clothed  with  light,  or  sullen  frown  of  storm, 
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The  darkness  of  the  fast  on-coming  burst 

Of  fierce  monsoon  ?     Who  made  thee  warm 

In  torrid  zone  ?     Or  ice-bound,  desolate 

In  polar  regions  ?     Answer  me, 

Thou  symbol,  vast  and  dread, 

Of  what  I  cannot  understand — 

Infinity,  Eternity  ! 

Speak    with    the    tempest   howl    of    winter's 

tread, 

Or  the  soft  music  of  thy  summer's  strand. 
Who  fill'st  the  hollow  of  His  Hand, 
Speak,  speak  to  me 
Of  thy  creator  God, 
And  sound  His  praise  abroad 
In  anthem  soft  or  loud, 
Both  when  thy  waves  resound  with  thunderous 

shock 

From  many  a  weed-strewn  rock, 
Or  when  thy  waters  gently  tumble  o'er, 
No  tempest  wind  urging  behind, 
With  a  low  murmuring  the  pleasant  shore. 

Bear  out  my  song  o'er  thy  wide  plains, 
To  mingle  with  thine  own  unfettered  strains, 
Breaking  at  last  on  the  far  golden  sand 
Where  tidal  waves  inflow,  and  never  ebb, 
No,  never  ebb — ah  happy  sunlit  land, 
In  bliss  full  swelling  evermore  !  " 


The  Evening  Star 

THE  sun  now  sinks  beneath  the  deep, 
Staining  the  heavens  afar  ; 
Adown  the  lingering  glories  creep 
A  little  space, 

And  then  comes  forth  one  Star. 
Evening  Star  of  love  and  rest ! 

Upon  me  shine 

From  the  still,  spacious  sky, 
The  wide  eternal  breast 
Where  evermore  thou  burnest ; 

Upon  me  shine 

With  ray  divine, 
Who  long  hast  gazed  on  thee, 
And  would,  in  darkness,  see. 

Most  lustrous  jewel  of  infinity, 
Thy  cold  and  trackless  home, 
Beaming  with  supernal  ray 
When  day  has  passed  away, 
And  night  holds  gloomy  sway ; 
Illume  the  path  before 
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When  shadows  of  the  night 
Obscure  the  fount  of  light, 
The  spirit's  home, 
That  erring  feet  may  roam 
And  stray  no  more. 

For  in  thy  calm  and  cloudless  constancy, 

Thy  crown  continual  of  silvern  peace, 

Thou  mindest  me  of  one  still  brighter  Star 

That  shines  illustriously 

(And  It  shall  never  cease), 

Which  brighter  is  than  any  earthly  light 

And  fairer  far  than  any  earthly  sight  ! 

Therefore,  dear  Emblem,  now  remember  me. 

Upon  me  shine 

With  ray  divine, 
Who  long  hast  gazed  on  thee 
And  would,  in  darkness,  see  ! 


To   Memory 

THROW  o'er  me  now  thy  mystic  spell 
Oh  hallowed  Memory. 
Summon  the  days  that  I  have  loved  so  well, 
And  let  their  fragrance  be 
Once  more  the  deep  delight  of  sense, 
The  spirit's  ecstasy. 

Oh  blessed  Memory  ! 

Lend  me  thy  wings,  that  for  a  little  space 

I  may  outsoar  the  sorrow  and  the  gloom, 

The  cares  that  find,  alas,  too  ample  room 

In  this  dim  dwelling  place  ; 

That  I  may  rise  to  some  serener  height, 

Leaving  my  baser  self  behind, 

To  see,  where  no  clouds  darken,  in  the  light 

The  outstanding  glories  of  the  mind, 

The  true  affections  of  the  heart, 

The  blest  and  lasting  joys  of  them  a  part, 

Known  in  the  fellowship  of  friends, 

Of  loved  ones  gone  before, 

Discovered  in  the  highest  moods 

Of  days  that  are  no  more. 
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Oh  bright,  imperishable  Memory  ! 
From  out  the  spaces  of  the  past 
Grant  me  what  golden  rays  thou  hast, 
Leading  to  truer  paths  and  deeper  joy 
The  feet  that  oft  have  erred, 
The  heart,  whose  peace  earth's  cares  would  oft 
destroy. 


A  Faded  Violet 

OH  violet,  sacred  flower, 
Culled  in  the  glory  of  thy  prime, 
And  in  an  autumn  hour 
Thou  speakest  of  a  former  time  ; 
And  memory,  as  by  impelling  power 
Of  thine,  to  it  returns  again. 

Thy  fragrance  lingers  still, 

As  the  soft  colours  of  the  dying  day 

Rest  o'er  the  distant  hill : 

'Tis  not  the  odour  of  decay, 

But  the  rich  breath  no  passing  death  can  kill 

Exhaled  alone  by  sacred  things. 

Thy  native  grace  is  past, 

The  moist  earth  ministers  to  thee  no  more, 

No  silver  gems  are  cast 

Of  dew  thy  withered  petals  o'er  ; 

Yet,  faded  violet,  for  me  thou  hast 

A  beauty  still,  a  charm  thine  own. 
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FLOWERS,  ye  are  divine ;    ye  ne'er  were 
sent 

To  pine  and  die  upon  the  cold  wayside, 
Torn  up  by  ruthless  hands  on  mischief  bent, 
Ere  opened  in  your  loveliness  and  pride. 

Ye  come  within  the  sick-room  and  there  shed 
Beauty  around,  and  play  an  angel's  part, 
Breathing  a  fragrance  round  the  lonely  bed  ; 
Cheering  and  comforting  the  grief-worn  heart. 

Emblems  of  purity  !     I  sure  could  pray 
That  half  your  spotless  purity  were  mine. 
That  naught  less  sweet  should  call  my  thoughts 

away 
From  images  of  beauty  so  divine. 


119 


Song 

DISTIL  thy  soothing  balm  upon  our  tired 
eyes, 

Oh  lovely  Night  ! 

Thy  raven  wings  enfold  us,  till  we  rise 
With  morning  light. 

Kindle  our  bounding  hearts  with  heavenly  fire, 
Oh  brightening  Day  ! 

From  dark  to  light,  to  fairer  joys  and  higher, 
Call  us  away. 

Deepen    thy    crystal    streams    through  time's 

contracting  shores, 
Oh  blessed  Life  ! 

Till  richer  calm  of  music  from  thee  pours, 
Soundless  of  strife. 
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LINK  me,  in  the  calm  hour  of  eventide, 
When  daily  tasks  are  o'er,  and  all  alone, 
To  loved  ones  gone,  who  now  in  Life  abide, 
Though  Death  has  claimed  its  own  ; 
Link  me,  oh  heart, 
To  these,  and  light  from  vanished  years  impart. 

Oh  joy,  too  sacred  quite,  too  rich  to  stay. 
Soft  voices  whisper,  silenced  long  ago, 
And  faces  smile  upon  me,  called  away, 
Which  now  I  cannot  know, 
Save  through  the  love 

That    clingeth    still,    though    earthly    forms 
remove. 

Yet  come,  Remembrance  dear,  too  sweet  to  last, 
Whose  softening  gleam  breaks  o'er  my  longing 

eyes, 

To  usher  me,  when  Death  itself  is  past, 
To  that  bright  Paradise 
Where  waiteth  me 
The  loved  and  lost  in  immortality. 
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THE  world  now  lies  in  its  wintry  rest, 
And  death  already  with  swift  step  draws 

nigh 

To  gather  thee,  the  latest  and  the  best, 
Departing  year  !  where  others  lie 
Lived  through  and  gained  and  lost — 
To  the  long  silence  of  eternity. 

And  art  thou  passing  hence  ? 
Receding  from  my  grasp  and  from  my  ken 
For  ever  ?     Canst  thou  not  stay  and  with  me 

keep  ? 

Ah  no  !  thy  fellowship  with  men 
These  flying  moments  hasten  to  an  end, 
And  to  the  falling  of  thy  life  on  Sleep. 

Yet  for  a  little  space 

Thou  dost  abide  with  me  and  I  with  thee, 
And  in  the  evening  calm  ere  yet  thy  face 
Is  turned  away  and  the  deep  sea 
Of  death  divideth  thee  and  me, 
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I  would  be  happy  with,  thy  memory. 
To  some,  mayhap,  thine  was  a  painful  road 
And  no  outstanding  blessings  seem  to  shine 
On  looking  back,  but  unto  me  no  load 
Of  grief  or  suffering  didst  thou  bring 
And  on  my  shoulders  lay — 
Much  peace  and  gladness  mine, 
Goodwill  and  bounty  thine. 

Not  in  the  absence  of  all  ill 
But  in  the  presence  of  all  good,  I  know 
That  none  shall  miss  thee  more,  nor  still 
With  deeper  gratitude 
Thy  passing  mark.     So  would  I  fill 
Thy  dying  hours  with  heartfelt  praise. 


Lines  on  Kirkstall  Abbey 

night,  not  dark,  but  light  with  stars 
^       above, 
And  the  pale  moon  that  shines  without  one 

cloud  ; 

The  river  flows  between  the  ancient  trees 
That,  ghost-like,  stand  as  silent  sentinels 
Upon  its  banks.     A  chastening  awe  subdues, 
Felt  in  the  speaking  silence  of  the  scene, 
And  solitary  shades  untenanted. 
The  paths  oft  trod  by  pleasure-seeking  feet, 
The  favoured  haunts  oft  visited  by  day, 
Are  quiet  now  :  a  loneliness  most  weird, 
(Heightened  by  the  gaunt  ruins  standing  clear 
Before  the  eye  within  the  mellow  light 
That  streams  through  many  a  hoary  aperture 
Where    windows,    once    with    richest  colours 

stained 

Were  seen)  wraps,  solemnises  sense  ; 
The  soul  is  conscious  of  the  Infinite  : 
The  fading  off  of  transitory  things, 
The  nearness  intimate  of  what  abides. 
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Old  Abbey  huge  !  what  years  have  passed  away, 
Of  stirring  change  and  pregnant  history, 
Of  great  events,  both  evil  deeds  and  good, 
Since  first  man's  hand  upraised,  with  skilful  art, 
Thy  walls,  now  sadly  wrecked,  by  time  decayed  ! 
Couldst  thou  but  speak,  oh  Ruin  beautiful 
E'en  in  the  sad  disfigurement  of  years, 
Grand  and  majestic  still,  reminiscent 
Of  bygone  glories — how  wouldst  thou  relate 
The  scenes  enacted  'neath  thy  patient  gaze  ! 
O'er  near  eight  hundred  years  thy  tale  extends, 
And  still  thou  standest  with  some  show  of  pride  ! 
The  rise  and  fall  of  empires  thou  hast  seen, 
And  heard  the  din  of  war — thyself  hast  felt 
Its  iron  hand,  not  without  injury. 
Yet  bearing  many  a  scar  hast  thou  survived, 
And  fallen,  stately  Ruin,  upon  peace. 
Now  in  the  stillness  and  the  silence  deep, 
The  deep  repose  of  silver-circling  night, 
What  forms  are  these  that  hasten  to  and  fro  ? 
What  sounds  are  these  that  float  upon  the  air  ? 
In  the  dim  cloisters  still  preserved, 
And  light-barred  cells  where  monks  Cistercian 

lived 

In  close  confinement  from  the  world  retired, 
Imagination  builds  anew  the  past. 
It  is  the  time  of  worship,  and  the  choir 
Soft  chants  the  liturgies  of  ancient  Rome, 
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Which  swell  and  die  away  like  victory's  shout, 
Or  wail  of  sad  defeat,  while  many  a  face 
Is  wet  with  penitential  tears,  or  bright 
With  light  reflected  from  the  other  world, 
Caught  from  long  fasting,  and  a  life  austere. 
Sin  is  a  burden  heavy  to  be  borne, 
The  world  a  place  where  every  evil  lurks, 
And  they  who  seek  for  life  must  seek  it  here, 
In  the  appointed  way,  through  sacrifice 
Of  every  treasured  thing,  of  happy  love 
And  the  free  fellowship  of  living  men 
And  God's  own  world.     Here  only  can  true 

peace 

And  light  be  found  in  satisfying  meed  ; 
Here  only,  shadowed  by  the  awful  Cross 
Made  potent  in  the  upraised  crucifix 
(That  morn  and  even  shines  in  sad  relief  : 
Illumined  by  the  rays  of  day's  bright  orb 
Or  by  the  feeble  light  of  candles  thrown), 
For  weeping,  watching  eyes  to  gaze  upon, 
May  erring  man  his  soul  for  ever  save. 
Mistaken  notion  !   since  the  earth  is  God's, 
And  man's  appointed  sphere  to  bravely  fight 
Upon  its  peopled  plains  the  battle  fierce 
'Twixt  right  and  wrong,  and  conquest  win 
Through  grace  bestowed  where'er  his  lot  may  be. 
What  change  has  Time  upon  thy  masonry, 
Thy  massive  buttresses,  and  pillars  high 
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Slow  wrought ;  what  columns  still  remain, 
Supporting  sweeping  arches  that  endure 
As  if  for  aye,  proclaim  thy  greatness  once 
And  dimly  show  thy  past  magnificence. 
Fair  portals,  architraves  and  hoary  walls — 
The  crumbling  shell  or  giant  skeleton 
Of  awe-inspiring  shrine  to  pilgrim  feet, 
Imposing  then,  and  still  imposing  now, 
Farewell !     The  truth  yet  lives  when  error  dies, 
As  lives  the  spirit  when  the  flesh  decays  ; 
So  in  these  ruins  there  are  lessons  still, 
And  homilies  for  not  irreverent  hearts  : 
The  form  may  change  and  pass,  the  temple  rich 
In  dust  dissolve,  but  lives  for  evermore 
The  truth  which  it  enshrined  a  little  space, 
Or  light  which  burned  upon  its  altar  pure — 
The  fruitful  seed,  the  kindling  flame,  of  God. 


Lynmouth 

THY  restless  waters  as  they  flow 
Towards  the  mighty  sea, 
Making  loud  music  as  they  forward  go 
To  its  infinity, 

Still  speak  to  me. 

Thy  stately  trees  whose  leafy  arms  outspread 
Rock  gently  in  the  cool,  caressing  wind, 
Adding  their  strain  more  peaceful  and  refined 
To  the  glad  chorus  of  all  fair  things  wed, 

Still  speak  to  me. 
Thy  hills  against  the  evening  sky 
Touched  with  the  sun's  declining  rays 
Out  of  the  deeps  of  their  eternity, 
Thy  sheltered  coves  that  many  a  calm  recess 
Afford  for  those  whose  hearts  to  Nature  knit, 
Admire  the  glories  of  God's  world  and  bless 
Him  Who  has  fashioned  it, 

Still  speak  to  me. 

Lynmouth  most  fair,  thy  beauties  shine 
Before  me  now  in  many  a  picture  set 
In  frame  of  lustrous  gold, 
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And  radiant  with  the  light  of  silver  seas. 

Out  of  your  wealth  untold, 

Your  shady  glens  and  bowery  vales, 

Your  sunlit  heights, 

I  gather  sweetness  still, 

And  pure  delights. 

Thine  is  a  charm  that  never  fails, 

But  still  has  power  to  thrill. 


Ailsa   Craig 


ERE  yet  thou  disappearest  from  1117  view, 
Whilst  yet  thy  solitary  grandeur  moves 
The  heart  within  me — which  all  Nature  loves 
With  pure  affection  and  delight  most  true, 
Thy  ancient  fame  I  sing,  thy  glory  new. 


ii 


Thou  Monarch  of  the  vast,  surrounding  sea, 
Through  ages  regnant  on  thy  throne  of  rock, 
Serene  and  undisturbed  in  tempest's  shock  : 
None  may  usurp,  dispute  thy  sovereignty 
Nor  share  thy  awe-inspiring  majesty. 

in 

Thou  fillest  all  my  heart  and  all  my  eye, 
Pausing  my  breath  with  thy  so  glorious  form 
Scarred  with  the  weapons  of  the  angry  storm, 
Where  billows  impotent  are  hurled  from  thee, 
And  rugged  in  thy  heights,  clad  scantily 

130 


AILS  A  CRAIG  131 


IV 


With  grass,  forlorn,  to  the  steep  precipice 
And  giddy  cliff  where  birds  unnumbered  throng, 
Their  screams  discordant  rising  loud  and  long, 
When  man,  intruding,  violates  their  peace. 
Their  temple  thou  !   thy  rocks  their  sanctities. 


Weird  is  the  echo  from  thy  dim  recess 
As  shrieks  the  syren  of  the  vessel  near  ; 
Thou  answerest  back — defiant — "  I  am  here 
And  here  remain — leave  me  my  wilderness 
Of  desolate  sea  to  rule  in  quietness." 

VI 

I  to  my  place  return ;  what  I  have  seen 
Shall  dwell  within  my  inmost  memory. 
How  mighty  is  the  hand  that  madest  thee, 
Thou  giant  crag  which  evermore  hast  been  ! 
How  marvellous  His  works — and  man's,  how 
mean  ! 


Loch    Duich 

WHEN  first  I  gazed  upon  thy  glories  hid 
In   the   descending    mist — the   giant, 

shadowy  form 

Of  one  tall  peak  against  the  leaden  sky, 
The  clouded  hills  around,  the  heaving  sea 
Whose  waves  with  sullen  roar  about  their  base 
Upcurled  to  break  in  showers  of  snowy  foam, — 
My  soul  went  out,  in  thy  deep  solitude 
And  rugged  grandeur  lost ;    and    seemed    to 

speak, 

In  words  articulate,  Eternal  Truth  : 
"  E'en  as  these  hills,  enshrouded  in  thin  clouds 
Awaiting  the  sun's  dissolving  rays,  obscured 
Before  thee  lie,  suggesting  dimly  majesty  unseen 
And  yet  unknown  (for  none  can  tell 
What  lies  beyond,  so  hindered  is  the  view)  ; 
So  mist  and  darkness  hide  the  Face  of  God 
And  veil  His  wise  designs,  where  we  with  hearts 
Perplexed  and  torn  by  many  mysteries, 
And  slow,  uncertain  feet,  life's  pathway  tread. 
Yet  shall  there  be  the  lifting  of  the  mist, 
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The  clear  and  intense  shining  of  the  sun 
Melting  each  cloud,  till  one  eternal  blue 
Of  Heaven  is  over  all,  revealing  all, 
And  palpitates  the  air  with  light  and  heat 
For  ever  emanating  from  the  throne  of  God." 
Then  say  no  longer  we  :  "  His  Law's  unjust ! 
His  Will  but  dark  or  faint  illumed  at  best, 
At  once  too  little  for  our  peace  and  good." 
Rather  with  gladness  know  and  swiftly  speak 
"  'Tis  well !   in  Him  no  imperfection  dwells, 
But  shines  the  perfect  light  of  perfect  law, 
The  unerring  wisdom  that  in  love  has  kept 
His  creature  for  a  space  in  twilight  gloom 
That  he  may  see  with  cleansed  and  keener  eyes." 


Lines  Suggested  in  a  Friend's 
Garden 

IT  was  a  day  to  make  one  feel 
In  love  with  life,  and  still  the  more  : 
Some  buried  joys  o'er  sense  did  steal 
From  summer  days  before. 

I  stood  within  a  garden  fair, 
Rejoicing  in  the  summer's  dawn, 
The  fragrant  breath  upon  the  air, 
The  golden  light  of  morn  : 

An  orchard  garden,  to  the  eye 
Surpassing  rich  in  Nature's  dower 
Of  beauty  wrought  in  symmetry 
Through  tree  and  plant  and  flower. 

But  most  the  blossoms  on  the  trees, 
A  gorgeous  maze  of  red  and  white, 
Unruffled  by  the  gentle  breeze, 
Hailed  and  regaled  my  sight. 

Sure  'twas  to  me  beyond  compare, 
A  glimpse  of  earthly  loveliness  ; 
Seeming  one  message  to  declare, 
"  Be  beautiful  no  less ; 
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Not  in  mere  form  and  studied  art, 
But  inward  grace,  that  makes  to  grow 
Those  flowers  of  virtue  from  the  heart 
No  baser  spirits  know." 

After  awhile  how  changed  the  scene 
Before  me  spread,  as  once  again 
I  stood  within  those  hedges  green 
And  thought  of  what  had  been. 

A  violent  wind  had  scattered  wide 
The  blossom-petals  from  each  tree, 
And  what  remained  dropped  down  beside 
Their  kindred  silently. 

Dropped  as  the  flakes  of  virgin  snow 
Upon  the  shining  ground, 
The  sward,  a  foam-flecked  sea  below, 
Below  and  all  around. 

And  as  I  mused  my  thoughts  grew  sad 
O'er  the  bright  blooms'  decline  and  waste. 
The  glories  once  that  made  me  glad, 
Alas,  were  overpast. 

So  mused  my  erring  thoughts  awhile, 
Which  mourned  the  flower — forgot  the  fruit 
So  soon  in  clusters,  file  on  file, 
To  tax  the  living  root. 
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Death  leaves  a  greater  good  behind, 
The  branches  bending  'neath  their  weight. 
When  blossoms  pass  from  sight,  we  find 
The  fruits  for  which  we  wait. 

A  parable  of  earthly  change  : 

Full  many  a  treasure,  like  the  flower, 

Falls  from  our  hands,  and  death,  so  strange, 

Keeps  the  appointed  hour. 

Again  the  circle  standing  near 
Of  that  bowed  fellowship  of  trees, 
Methought  more  beauty  did  appear 
In  their  fertilities. 

Pears,  apples,  cherries,  ripening  on, 
Tempted  the  palate  to  approve  ! 
What  fairer  sight  beneath  the  sun 
When  blossoms  rich  remove  ? 

Our  noblest  life  is  born  through  death  ; 
Our  highest  gain  is  found  through  loss ; 
The  murmur  oft  is  foolish  breath, 
For  crown  is  linked  to  cross. 


Knowledge 


AS  when  we  lift  a  lamp  above  our  head 
The  circle  of  illumination  grows 
Larger  and  larger  as  the  light  thus  shed 
By  the  enkindled  flame  more  brilliant  glows, 
But  likewise  vaster  swells  the  circle  round 
Of  darkness  too  :  so  knowledge  may  increase 
To  show  our  ignorance  the  more  profound. 
The  more  we  know,  the  greater  mysteries 
Envelop  us  ;   so  they  who  deeply  drink 
At  learning's  well  are  those  who  modest  keep, 
Nor  of  all  wisdom  and  all  knowledge  think 
Themselves  the  store,  and  on  possession  sleep. 
The  unveiled  is  much,  the  veiled  is  yet  the  more, 
On  humble  eyes  Truth's  light  alone  can  pour. 
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Truth 

IN  the  green  depths  of  the  mysterious  sea, 
Removed  from  prying  eye  and  vulgar  tread, 
There  rests,  'tis  fabled,  on  dim  caverned  bed, 
A  giant  pearl  whose  glory  none  may  see. 
Whoe'er  secured  it  would  more  wealthy  be 
Than  envied  votary  of  Fortune,  fed 
With  gathered  spoils  in  rich  profusion  spread, 
From  golden  Ind  or  palmy  Araby. 
Not  thus  is  hid  one  Pearl  of  greater  price, 
Perfecter  form  and  fairer  loveliness, 
Than  all  beside  more  worthy  to  possess, 
From  seeking  hearts,  that  find,  through  sacrifice. 
Near,   costly    treasure  !    they  who   have  thee 

whole 
Found  in  the  depths  of  a  surrendered  soul. 
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Tranquillity 

ONE  lesson,  Nature,  let  me  learn  of  thee  ! 
Of  faith  and  hope  and  calm  tranquillity. 
The  river  flows  broad-bosomed  to  the  sea  ; 
The     garden     fragrant     breathes    of    honied 

flowers ; 

Trees  cast  a  shade  and  offer  quiet  bowers 
Grateful  and  cool  amid  the  sultry  hours ; 
Birds  chant  their  songs,  and  bees  their  music 

drone ; 

The  cattle  browse  in  pastures  all  their  own  : 
Contented  all  and  happy  in  their  zone. 
The  light  shines  golden  from  the  arching  skies 
Whose  stainless  blue  the  lake's  still  water  dyes  : 
Fair  image  of  an  earthly  paradise  ! 
One  lesson,  Nature,  let  me  learn  of  thee, 
Of  faith  and  hope  and  calm  tranquillity. 
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Sorrow 

NONE  but  have  known  the  light   of  life 
grow  dull 

With  sorrow's  cloud,  and  the  bright  path  behind 
Trodden  'neath  skies,  serene  and  beautiful 
'Mid  fortune's  smiles,  beneficently  kind, 
Swift  darkened  by  some  desolation  deep — 
Hope  unfulfilled,  the  end  of  human  love 
The  heart,  in  blindness,  would  for  ever  keep, 
In  vain  death's  angel  from  its  purpose  move  ! 
From  change  to  change  our  fitful  life  goes  on, 
And  rests  not  in  unclouded  light  and  ease  ; 
Or  might  we,  while  the  golden  hours  still  run 
Aspire  not,  nor  desire  our  God  to  please. 
'Tis  well :  why  mourn  the  changes  that  we  see, 
If  so  they  lead  us  to  a  good  to  be  ? 
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On  Reading  James  Hervey's 
Meditations 

A   TREASURED  volume  in  my  hands  I  hold : 
2~\^     'Tis  thine,  or  what  remains  of  thee  ; 
Wherein  is  written,  everlastingly, 
Thy  name  in  virtues  manifold 
Of  heart  and  mind,  to  those  who  read  unrolled. 
With  thee  I  think  of  man's  mortality, 
Alike  of  his  eternal  destiny. 
Through  thee,  the  fragrant  lilies  truth  unfold, 
The  soaring  heavens  from  their  deep  silence 

speak 

To  my  attentive  ear,  what  time  I  seek — 
Interpreter  at  once  of  star  and  flower — 
Thy  aid,  in  pensive  meditation's  hour. 
Thus  life  and  death,  the  seen  and  the  unseen 
Reveal  one  God  on  Whom  we  mortals  lean. 
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John  Wesley 

WHEN    moral   night    o'er    Church    and 
people  lay 

Within  these  realms,  when  vice  bade  virtue  flee, 
And  true  religion  languished — unto  thee 
To  rise  and  shine  with  ever-brightening  ray 
And  chase  the  shadows  of  that  night  away 
'Twas  given — through  good  report  and  ill  to  be 
Faithful  and  strong  in  this  high  ministry  ; 
Reclaiming  truth  from  error  and  decay. 
The  great  evangel,  with  a  trumpet  tongue, 
Rang  forth  from  thee  upon  dull,  sensual  ears, 
And,  shamed  of  sin,  with  penitential  tears, 
Man  mercy  found,  and  sang  "  the  glad  new 

song." 

To  life  and  light  from  death  and  darkness  won, 
A  thousand  sang  :  and  still  thy  work  goes  on. 
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Percy  Bysshe  Shelley 

BEARER  of  an  immortal  name, 
Whose    deathless  verses  deep  emotions 
start  ! 

Not  thine  the  laboured  art  and  utterance  lame 
But  the  full  tide,  upwelling  from  the  heart, 
Of  music  rapturous,  unrestrained  and  free. 
When  first  thy  voice  from  out  the  silence  spoke 
Into  my  world  and  led  me  on  to  see, 
Then  glories  once  concealed  my  soul  awoke. 
Native  to  thee  Imagination's  glades, 
The  land  of  dreams  and  aerial  phantasies, 
Of  gorgeous  vision  that  dissolves  and  fades, 
And  wondrous  natural  mysteries ! 
While  held  thy  hand  its  subtle,  magic  lyre, 
I  heard  with  awe,  and  caught  thy  kindling  fire. 


To  the  Organ 

is  in  thee  a  gentle  power  to  bless, 
A  soothing  balm  for  sorrow  and  for  care, 
rapping  the  heart  in  a  forgetfulness 
Of  all  its  ill,  till  peace  is  regnant  there ; 
Lifting  the  mind  to  more  ennobling  thought 
(Driving  away  the  mean  and  baser  things 
That  spoil  the  fairness  of  the  image  wrought 
Therein  by  God),  as  'tranced  the  soul  takes 

wings. 

Oh  thou,  whose  voice  may  fill  the  silent  shrine 
With  plaintive  air  or  loudest  symphony, 
Exert  thy  mystic  influence  divine 
Upon  my  soul — for  thy  sweet  harmony 
Which  in  the  ages  past  the  heart  has  stirred, 
Is  sweetest  still  among  all  others  heard. 


Eventide 

DAY  has  declined ;  the  sun,  a  blood-red  ball, 
Casting  a  lurid  brightness  far  and  wide, 
Does  'neath  the  verge  of  the  horizon  glide, 
And  o'er  the  earth  the  shades  of  evening  fall, 
Clothing  the  landscape  with  a  sable  pall. 
This  is  the  quiet  hour  of  eventide  : 
Sweet  peace  and  calm  o'er  all  the  earth  abide. 
And  twittering  birds  to  rest  each  other  call ; 
All  save  the  nightingale,  whose  gentle  song 
In  thrilling  cadence  on  the  night  does  swell ; 
Caught  by  a  passing  breeze  and  borne  along 
From  some  deep  shady  wood  or  quiet  dell, 
Where,  to  the  sides  above  the  woodlands  hung, 
Her  notes  full  throated  in  rich  chorus  swell. 


Winter 

THE  wind  blows  shrilly  through  the  leafless 
trees, 
And  whirls  the  snowflakes,  playthings  of  the 

storm ; 

The  leaden  heavens  emit  no  sunlight  warm, 
While  no  flowers  give  their  fragrance  to  a  breeze 
Of  summer  balm  and  softness,  and  no  bees 
From  nectared  sweets  rich  honey  steal,  to  form 
Those   amber   stores    where   they   delight    to 

swarm  ; 

No  birds  now  sing  impassioned  notes,  that  please 
And  thrill  most  irresponsive  hearts  :  'tis  yet 
The  season  cold  and  winterly, 
With  no  bright  shafts  of  golden  light  of  Spring. 
Ah,  soon  'twill  change  (the  change  I  won't 

regret), 

The  summer  rest  upon  the  land  and  sea, 
Her  radiant  days  transforming  everything. 


Sacred    Hymns 


OH,  Thou  Who  art  and  evermore  shalt  be 
Lord  of  all  being  throned  in  light  afar  : 
Unresting  Spirit  of  Eternity, 
First  and  the  Last,  the  Bright  and  Morning 

Star, 

To  mortal  man  unknown,  approachable 
In  Christ,  in  Whom  Thou  cam'st  on  earth  to 
dwell  : 

Thine  ear  is  open  to  the  lowliest  prayer  ; 
Thine  hand  is  ready  to  supply  our  need  ; 
Thy  bounties  fail  not ;   and  Thy  gifts  declare 
Thy  love  to  sinful  man  is  love  indeed  : 
And  great  and  holy  as  Thou  art — 'tis  he 
Thou  hast  redeemed  in  humanity. 

We  praise  and  magnify  Thy  glorious  name, 
For  all  of  good  Thou  hast  on  us  bestowed, 
Gracious  remembrance  of  our  mortal  frame, 
Cleansing  of  guilt  in  Thine  own  precious  blood  ; 
For  hopes  of  earth,  for  higher  hopes  of  heaven, 
For  mercies  still  renewed  and  daily  given. 
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Within  the  shadow  of  Thy  cross  we  hide, 
And  all  the  burden  of  our  hearts  we  bring 
To  Thee,  Oh  Lord  !  and  they  are  satisfied, 
Because  Thy  love  withholdest  no  good  thing 
From  them  that  love  Thee,  and  Thy  Will  obey. 
Thou  art  to  men  the  Life,  the  Truth,  the  Way  ! 

Oh,  let  the  beauty  of  Thy  holiness 
Descend  upon  us,  and  the  mind  be  given 
To  us  of  Christ  our  Lord,  that  we  may  press 
To  our  high  calling's  prize,  reserved  in  heaven  : 
Yea,  from  the  wisdom  of  our  earthly  mind, 
Turn  us,  oh  Lord  !  in  Thee  our  Light  to  find. 


II 

DOWN  from  Thy  radiant  throne  on  high 
In  love  Thou  cam'st  for  man  to  die, 
Thy  cross  uplifted  is  our  plea, 
We  find  eternal  life  in  Thee. 

Blest  Son  of  God,  our  fathers'  God, 
We  tread  the  plains  that  Thou  hast  trod  : 
Thy  light  before  our  constant  guide 
Nothing  of  ill  shall  e'er  betide. 
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True,  holy,  everlasting  Word, 
Through  Thee  the  voice  of  God  is  heard, 
And  when  we  turn  to  ways  not  Thine 
Still  shines  Thy  truth  with  rays  divine. 

Thou  dost  our  erring  feet  recall, 
And  raise  us,  who  in  blindness  fall, 
Nearer  Thou  art  than  earthly  friend, 
To  save,  to  succour  and  defend. 

Teach  us  to  love  and  trust  Thee  more, 
In  truer  lives  Thyself  to  adore  ; 
And  when  our  journey  has  an  end, 
Let  us  to  Thy  right  hand  ascend  ! 


Ill 

OLORD  most  holy,  gracious,  ever-loving, 
How  may  our  hearts,  adoring,  sing  Thy 
praise  ? 

Touching  our  lips  and  our  sacrifice  approving, 
Crown  with  Thy  blessing  this  and  all  our  days. 
Let  Thy  light  divine 
On  our  pathway  shine  ; 

And   sanctify  our  thoughts,   and  words,   and 
ways. 
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Once  more  we  gather,  our  glad  tribute  bringing, 

Mindful  of  mercies  past — a  precious  store  ; 
With  hearts  and  voices  in  blest  union  singing 
Praise  we  Thy  constant  love — behind,  before. 
Make  us  each  Thine  own, 
Thine  and  Thine  alone, 
To  love  Thee,  Lord,  and  serve  Thee,  evermore. 

Our  years  fly  swiftly — Thou,  the  Everlasting, 

Knowest  our  frailty  as  we  cannot  know  : 
How  to  an  end  our  lives  are  surely  hasting, 
Though  youth's  bright  bloom  may  linger, 
loth  to  go. 

Yet,  O  Lord,  in  Thee 
Life  may  perfect  be 
And  here  the  beauty  of  Thine  image  show. 

O  Saviour  Jesus,  by  Thy  life  undying 

And  by  Thy  passion  on  the  shameful  tree, 
Grant  us,  at  last,  our  souls  on  Thee  relying 
To  sing  in  realms  of  immortality. 
'Midst  friends  gone  before 
On  that  golden  shore 

Grant,  Lord,  our  blessed  Home  may  be  with 
Thee. 


H 
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IV 

OW  blest,  oh  Lord,  is  he 


Who  in  Thy  Law  doth  find 
His  sole  delight  and  constant  praise ; 
In  Thee  his  heart  hath  rest ; 
His  trust  in  Thee  confest, 
How  sweet  the  peace  that  crowns  his  days  ! 

Like  some  expanding  tree 

By  silver  waters  set 

Which  feed  its  roots  and  branches  high, 

He  deeply  planted  there, 

Good  fruit  shall  likewise  bear, 

Nor  shall  decay  his  leaf  draw  nigh. 

Whate'er  his  life  may  bring 
Of  loss,  or  burden,  too, 
Prospers  his  soul  and  all  is  well ; 
In  sickness  hath  he  health, 
In  poverty  true  wealth, 
In  death  a  hope  unspeakable. 

But  sad  the  fate  of  him 

Whose  sin  and  unbelief 

To  God  and  goodness  blind  ; 

He  like  the  chaff  shall  be 

Which  far  away  doth  flee 

Caught  up  and  driven  by  the  wind. 


O 
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V 

H,    Heavenly    Love,    from    Jesu's  heart 

o'erflowing, 

Oh  Life  and  Peace  Divine  ! 
'Tis  sweet  to  come,  our  guilt  and  weakness 

knowing, 
And  stay  our  lives  on  Thine. 

At  evening-time,  within  Thy  Presence  kneeling, 

Hear  Thou,  and  grant  our  plea, 
That,  ere  we  sleep,  our  souls  may  know  Thy 
healing, 

And  rest,  dear  Lord,  in  Thee. 

VI 

THINE,  Lord,  the  love  that  ever  true 
Through  all  these  mortal  years, 
Attends  our  way,  sustains  our  heart, 
Dispels  our  doubts  and  fears. 

Thine,  Lord,  the  power  that  fails  us  not 

When  human  strength  is  gone, 
A  present  help  in  all  our  need, 

A  staff  to  lean  upon. 

Thine,  Lord,  the  truth  that  ever  shines 

To  lighten  our  dark  mind, 
Revealing  all  we  need  to  know, 

And  that  Thy  Will  designed. 
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Thine,  Lord,  the  grace  abundant,  free, 

Mighty  to  keep  and  save, 
And  none  who  seek  it,  seek  in  vain, 

But  Christ  a  Saviour  have. 

Thine,  Lord,  the  life  that  knows  no  end. 

Though  all  things  else  decay, 
Thy  creatures,  we  shall  find  at  last 

Life  in  Thyself  for  aye. 

VII 

MY  soul !   my  soul  awake, 
And  sing  some  hymn  of  love 
To  God,  all  gracious  and  all  wise 
The  Friend  of  Friends  above. 

From  chords  of  life's  full  harp 

Thy  sweetest  music  bring 

To  Him,  Who  gives  thee  life,  and  keeps 

Beneath  His  sheltering  wing. 

And  ever  day  by  day 
With  tenderness  divine, 
Still  bears  Thee  up,  nor  fails 
When  need  and  weakness  thine. 

And  as  He  loves,  love  thou 
With  full  response  of  heart, 
The  pure,  the  holy  and  the  true 
Make  of  thy  life  a  part. 


Thomas  Chatterton 

CUNNING  builder  of  old  rhyme, 
Singer  of  antique  songs, 
Yielding  the  glory  to  a  former  time 
That  to  thy  day  belongs. 

From  manuscript  and  book 

Stored  in  a  timeworn  chest 
Thy  verse  its  vesture  took, 

Its  ancient  name  confest. 

But  pierced  the  vain  disguise 
That  wrapped  thy  art's  designs 

The  gaze  of  practised  eyes  : 
Thine  were  the  curious  lines  ! 

The  fame  and  honour  due 

To  thy  masked  genius  came 
When  death  had  borne  thee  from  men's 
view 

And  left  them  but  thy  name. 
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Thy  lyre  too  soon  was  stilled  : 

When  those  skilled  fingers 
Ceased  the  high  strains  that  filled 

Men's  ears,  and  laid  it  down, 
Fell  in  the  dawn  of  his  assured  renown 

One  of  our  greatest  singers. 

So  mused  we  standing  by  the  Church 

That  knew  thy  face  so  well, 
Within  the  shadow  of  the  monument 

Upraised  thy  fame  to  tell. 

Thereon  are  words  that  fix  the  eye 

And  solemn  hold  the  heart ; 
And  they  who  pause  as  they  pass  by 

With  mingled  thoughts  depart, 

Thoughts  sad  and  yet  not  wholly  so  : 
Grief  o'er  the  Marvellous  Boy, 
His  pitiable,  untimely  end, 
His  poverty  and  woe. 
Hope  that  some  recompense  of  joy 
And  the  hand  of  a  better  Friend 
At  last  'twas  his  to  know. 


John   Keats 

SWEET  singer  of  a  day  long  past  and  gone, 
No  sweeter  song  than  thine  was  ever  heard, 
Nor  from  the  fount  of  inspiration  won  : 
No  truer  song  the  human  heart  had  stirred 
To  sympathies  it  knew  not,  nor  could  feel, 
Until  thou  cam'st  and  touched  thy  harp  divine, 
And  brought  from  thence  celestial  melody 
That  o'er  my  sense  does  steal, 
Like  odours  from  the  rose-tree  or  wild  vine, 
Wafted  from  some  charmed  spot  across  the  lea. 

Thy  life  was  transient  as  a  summer's  rose 
Opening  its  buds  with  blushes  fairily, 
Breathing  the  fragrance  its  own  wealth  bestows, 
Then  fading,  dropping  in  the  dust  to  lie ; 
Or  like  the  freshness  of  an  autumn  leaf 
When  wintry  winds  sweep  down  with  angry 

blast, 

And  in  their  train  cold  desolation  bring, 
Thy  life  was  only  brief, 
A  life  by  pain  and  shadow  overcast, 
But  yet  how  patient  in  its  suffering. 
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Sweet  be  thy  rest  within  the  silent  tomb, 

Calm  and  profound  thy  weary  head's  repose 

Within  the  shadow  of  the  cypress'  gloom, 

Where  all  the  year  the  scented  violet  blows, 

And  gentle  zephyrs  sigh  amid  the  leaves, 

Seeming  to  whisper  to  the  silent  dead  : 

"  Brother,  thou  art  not  here,  not  this  thy  state, 

The  earth  thy  dust  receives, 

But  fame  has  crowned  with  choicest  wreath  thy 

head, 
And  linked  thy  name  with  the  immortal  great." 


To  Henry  Kirke  White 

SOME  fond  memorial  I  would  seek  to  raise 
Within  the  temple  of  my  mind  ; 
Whereat  to  kneel  when  Meditation's  gaze 
Is  fixed  on  Genius,  combined 
With  Virtue  rare — too  few  the  instances. 
'Mongst  such  thou  art  supreme  !     I  long 
The  fame  of  thee  no  dull  decay  can  seize 
Should  be  my  shrine,  as  this  my  song. 

The  shrine  is  decked  with  flowers  that  never  fade, 
Moist  with  the  laving,  crystal  stream, 
Perennial  flowing  from  one  sacred  glade, 
Where  lonely  straying  thou  didst  dream. 
It  is  not  built  of  marble  white,  nor  gold, 
But  radiant  Mind  that  Death  defies  ; 
Therefore  those  blooms  encircling  ne'er  grow  old 
While  Time  with  eagle  swiftness  flies. 

Blooms  are  they  all  whose  tints  are  of  thy  blood, 
Drained,  oh  too  freely  and  too  soon, 
From  outworn  channels,  that  no  longer  could 
Retain,  alas,  the  ripening  boon 
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Of  conquering  Spirit — Learning's  sacrifice  ! 
Chaste  with  all  pureness  was  that  soul 
Which  paid  for  eminence  so  dear  a  price, 
A  ruined  frame  in  Death's  control. 

And  so  thou  passest  not,  nor  losest  aught 

Of  life  through  elemental  change  ; 

Who  live  in  such  exalted  deed  and  thought 

May  perish  from  us  swift  and  strange, 

But  evermore  their  quenchless  flame  burns  on, 

A  light  to  shine,  a  kindling  fire 

Guiding  and  quickening  till  the  goal  be  won 

Of  noble  effort  and  desire. 

Still  unto  us  thou  callest  from  old  days  : 

I  turn  aside,  an  hour. beguile 

Within  the  fragrant  fane  thy  art  didst  raise, 

And  go  my  way  refreshed  awhile. 

'Tis  here  a  glimpse  to  loving  eyes  is  given 

Of  sights  more  fair  ;   'tis  here  is  borne 

On  listening  ears  soft  strains  from  harps   of 

heaven, 
When  night  has  melted  into  morn. 


The  Loss  of  the  "  Titanic  " 

THY  maiden  voyage  and  thy  last, 
Thou,  glorious  ship,  hast  made  ; 
Now  on  the  bed  of  the  heaving  sea 
Thy  shattered  hulk  is  laid. 

Full  proudly  like  a  thing  of  life, 

Cleaving  the  waters  free, 

'Mid  cheers  from  those  who  wished  thee  well 

Thy  head  was  turned  to  sea. 

Upwards  of  twice  ten  hundred  souls, 
With  not  a  thought  of  ill, 
Passed  with  thee  from  the  lingering  sight 
Of  friends  who  love  them  still. 

Light-hearted  as  thyself  were  they 
Whom  thou  didst  bear  away  ; 
For  sure  thou  wert  the  Queen  of  the  Sea, 
And  that  was  a  festal  day. 
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A  fair  and  prosperous  voyage  thine, 
Till  Sabbath  eve  last  past, 
When  fatal  struck  thy  towering  bows 
A  treacherous  iceberg  vast. 

Unequal  to  the  contest  fierce 
With  ocean's  changeless  might, 
Slow  yields,  oh  ship,  thy  wounded  life 
To  death,  ere  morning  light. 

And  men  who  are  to  die  with  thee 
And  find  the  deep  their  grave, 
The  lifeboats  launch  with  self-less  care — 
Women  and  children  save. 

Their  names  forgotten  or  unknown, 
Yet  shall  their  memory  live  ; 
The  tale  of  fame  in  years  to  be 
Shall  them  due  honours  give. 

And  tell  they  met  heroic  death, 
Faithful  unto  the  end, 
Seeking  before  their  own  escape 
A  helping  hand  to  lend. 

No  boat  on  the  horizon  looms, 
Such  hope  would  precious  be  ! 
Help  draweth  near  :  too  late  for  them 
In  their  extremity. 
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And  underneath  the  waves  they  lie 
In  the  grey  morning  gloom, 
Till  giveth  up  the  sea  its  dead 
And  life  unseal  their  tomb. 

Pause  for  awhile  and  mourn 
These  in  their  last  long  sleep  ; 
In  sympathy  be  one  with  those 
Who  in  their  sorrow  weep. 


An   Emigrant  Ship 

FAREWELL !  and  yet  once  more— farewell ! 
The  final  word  is  spoken,  then 
The  gallant  ship  begins  to  move, 
With  quickening  speed  to  plough  the  boundless 

main  ; 

Behind,  receding  shores,  before,  the  level  line 
On  the  horizon's  verge  of  ocean  plain. 
Oh  dividing  Sea  ! 

Deal  gently  with  this  hopeful  company 
Now  faring  forth  to  distant  shores ; 
Frail  is  this  vessel  in  thy  mighty  power  ; 
Withhold  thy  wrath  !    smile  in  the  favouring 

breeze, 

And  so  upon  thy  prospering  bosom  bear 
All  these  committed  to  thy  care, 
To  that  far  haven  whither  they  would  be. 
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Speaks  clearly  one  insistent  Voice 
'Midst  the  voices  that  speak  to  me  : 

Oh  make  a  space  in  thy  life  for  a  look, 

For  a  long  look,  at  the  best 
And  highest  good  this  world  has  to  bring, 

And  give  it  room  in  thy  breast. 

The  years  o'er  thy  head  are  passing  swift, 
And  hast  thou  nothing  to  hold, 

Stooping  thee  down  but  trifles  to  lift 
Of  dross  instead  of  fine  gold  ? 

See  and  seize  what  the  garish  day 
Hides  'neath  its  glittering  dress, 

And  cast  some  baubles  thou  hast  away, 
For  jewels  of  worth  measureless. 

Turn  from  the  sadness  of  thy  unrest 
And  from  thy  foolishness  cease  ; 

Draw  aside  the  veil  of  the  blest, 
And  share  in  their  changeless  peace. 
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Emerge  from  the  mists  that  shroud  thee  quite: 
Lost,  seek  the  path  that  leads  Home  ; 

Turn  thy  face  to  the  dawn  and  the  light, — 
And  joys  unexpected  shall  come. 

And  the  man  who  has  but  a  word  to  say 
Of  the  Truth,  that  calls  men  to  seek  it, 

If  'twill  help  him  and  others  upon  the  way, 
Give  ear,  and  oh  let  him  speak  it ! 
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